
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 



I 



THE 

WORKS 

OF THE 

ENGLISH POETS. 

WITH 

PREFACES, 

BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL, 
BY SAMUEL JOHNSON, 



VOLUME THE F OR T Y - S EC O N I>. 



LONDON: 

PRINTSD BY J. NICHOLS; 

ro* C. BATHURST, J. BUCKL AND, W. S TRAHAN, J. RIVINO* 
TON AND SONS, T. DAVIES, T. PAYNE, L. DAVIS, W. OWBN, 
B. WHITE', S. CROWDER, T. CASLON, T. LONGMAN, 
B. LAW, E. AND C.DILLY, J.DODSLEY, H.BALDWIN, 
J. WILKIE, J. ROBSON, J.JOHNSON, T.LOWNDES, 
T.BECKET, O.ROBINSON, T.CADELL, W.DAVIS, . 
J.NICHOLS, F.NEWBERY, T.EVANS, J. RID- 
LEY, R.BALDWIN, G.NICOL, LEIGH AND 
SOTHEBY, J. BEW, N. CONANT, 
3. MURRAY, W.FOX, J.BOWEN. 

M DCC LXXIJC. 



1 



A fi 



^1 



. '•, 



TK £ 



E M 



o p 



Y. 



( 



VOLUME II. 



I « 1 -» , 

POEMS 

By Mr. GAY. 
TALES. 



AN ANSWER 

TO THE SOMPNER'S PROLOGUE OF CHAUCER, 

IN IMITATION OF CHAUCER'S STYLE. 

n^HE Sorapner leuclly hath his prologue told, 
•*■ And faine on the Frecrs his talc japing and bold j 

How that in Hell they fearchen near and wide, 

And ne one Freer in all thilke place efpydc : 

But lo ! the devil turn*d his erfe about. 

And twenty thoufand Frecrs wend in and out. 

By which in Jeoffry's rhyming It appears, 

The devil's belly is the hive of Freers. 

Kow liftncth lordings I forthwith ye fliall hear, 

What happend at a houfe in Lancalhire. 

A mifere that had Jonds and tenement, 

^V'ho raketh from his villaines taxes and rent, 
*VoL. n. B Ownci 



4)wned a houfe which cmptye loog yfiood. 
Fall deeply fited in a derkning wood ; 
'Murmrmg a fhallow brook runneth 4long, 
Mong the round (lones it maken doleful fong. 

Now there fpreaden a rumour that eve rich night 
The rooms yhauntcd been by many a fprite ; 
The miller avoucheth, and all thereabout, 
That they full oft* heiren the- hellifh rout ; 
Some faine they hear the jingling of chains. 
And fome hath yheard the pfautries (Irainesj 
At midnight fome the heedlefs horfe ymeet. 
And fome efpien a cotfc hi a ^irhitc flrcet, 
And'Oother things, ftiye, elfin, and dlfe, 
And ihapes that/ear creatcn toicfelfe. 

Now it f6 h^pt, there was not^ferre vmny, 
Of grey Freers affair and rich Abbayc, 
"Where liven a Freer yclcped Pere Thomas, 
Who daren alone in dcike through church-yerds ptfs» 

This Freer would lye -in thilke houfe nil night, 
In hope he might efpycn a drea^ul fprite^ 
He taketh candle, beades, and holy watere. 
And legends eke of Saintes, and'bookes of prayexe. 
•He entereththeroom, and looketh round about. 
And hafpen the door, to^hafpen the goblin otot« 
The candle hath he put clofc by the bed, 
And in low tone his ave matye (zid. 
With water now befprinkled hath the lloore. 
And maken crofs on key-hole of the doore* 
Ne was there not a moufp-hole in thilke place, 
.But he y ctfoifed hath hy "feod his grace » 

He 
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He cro{!cd hath this, and eke he crolTed that. 
With benediciti and God knows what. 

Now he goeth to bed and licth adown. 
When the clock had juft ftrickcn the twelfth fonUi 
•Bethinketh him now what the caufe had ybeen. 
Why many fprires hy mortals have been fecn. 
"Hem rememhrerh how Dan Plutarch hath yfcd 
That Cxfar's fpritc came to Brute his bed j 
Of chains that frighten crfl Artemidore, 
The talcs of Pline, Valere, and many more. 

Hem thinketh that fomc murderc here been done, 
And he mought fee fomc bloodye ghoft anone, 
Or that fomc orphlincs writings here be Aor'd, 
Or pot of gold lainc tlecp beneath a board : 
Or thinketh hem, if he might fee no Tprire, 
'The Abbaye mought buy this houfe cheap outright 

As hem thus thinkcih, anone adeep he licS| 
Up Oaitcn Sathaiias with faucer eyes. 
"He turned the Freer upon his face downright, 
Difplaying his nether cheeks full broad and white. 
Then ({uotli Dan Sathanas as he thwacked him fofCi 
Tliou didft for?ct to guard thy poftern-door. 
There -is an hole which hath not crofTcd l)een i 
F^rcwel, from whence I came, I crcepen in. 

Now plain it is ytellcn in my ver(c, 
If Devils in hell hear Frecrs in their crfe, 
On earth the Devil in Frecrs doth ydwell ; 
Were there no Fwrers, the Devil mought keep ia I: 

B % WO 
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WORK FOR A COOPER. 

A TALE. 

AIM AN may lead a happy life, 
Without that needful thing a wifci 
This long have lufty Abbots known, 
Who ne'er knew fpoufes—- of their own. 

What though your houfe be clean and neat. 
With couches, chairs, and beds compleat ; 
Though you each day invite a friend, 
Thouzh he fhould .every difh commend ; 
On Bagfliot-heath your mutton fed, 
Your fowls at Brentford born and bred 5 
Though purelV wine your cellars boaft, 
Wi ne worthy of the fairefl: toad j 
Yet there are other things requir'd : 
Ring, and let *s fee the maid you hir'd. — 
Blefs me \ thofe hands might hold a broom, 
Twirlc round a mop, and wafh a room : 
A batchelor his maid fhoukl keep. 
Not for that fervilc ufe to fweep ; 
Let her his humour underftand, 
And turn to every thing her hand* 
Get you a lafs that 's young and tight, 
Whofe arms are, like her apron, white. 
What though her Ihift be fclclom feen, 
Let that, though coarfe, be always clean; 
She might each morn your tea attencf, 
Ani on your wrift your ruffle mend ; 
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Then, if you break a roguilh jclV, 

Or fqueeze her hand, or pat her bread. 

She criev Oh, dear Sir, don't be naught f 

And blu files fpeak her lad night *s fault. 

To her yoar houfliold cares confide, 

Let your keys jingle at her fide. 

A footman's blunders teaze and fret yc ; 

£v*n while you chide, you fmile on Betty;. 

Difcharge Iwn then, if he 's too fpruce j 

For Betty *s for his mafter's ufe. 

Will you your amorous fancy baulk. 
For fear fomc prudifli neighbour talk ? 
But you '11 pbjeft, that you *re afraid 
Of the pert freedoms of a maid. 
Befides, your wifer heails will fay. 
That (he whc^ turns her hand* tins way^ 
From one vice to another drawn, 
Will lodge your iilvcr-fpoons in pawn.. 
Has not thc-homely wrinkled jade 
More need to learn the pilfering trade t 
For love all Betty's wants fupplics, 
Laces her fhoev her manteair dyes, 
All her ftufF-fuits fiic flings away,. 
And wears thread^attin every day. 

Who then a dirty drab would hire,. 
Brown as the hearth of katclien-firc j 
When all muft own, were Betty put 
To the black duties of the flut. 
As well (he fcours or fcrubs a floor, 
And ftill is good for foincilung more.?- 
i B I 
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Xhus, to avoid the greater viee» 
I knew a Pried, of confcieoce ]>tce« 
To quell Iiis luft for neighbour's fjfMufey 
Keep fornication in his houfe. 

But your 'i;^ impatient all this tioiey 
Fret at my counfel, curfe my rhynM# 
Be fatisfy'd : I *\l talk no more. 
For thus my tale begins-— Of yore 
There dwelt 9t Blois a Prieft full faiTi 
With rolling eye and crifped hair ; 
His chin hung low, his brow was fleek^ 
Plenty lay backing on his cheek | 
Whole days at cloy fter> grates he fate. 
Ogled, and ta1k*d of this and that 
So feelinglv, the Nuns lamented 
That double-bars were e'er invented* 
If he the wanton wife confeft^. 
With downcaft eye, and heaving b»aft| 
He (Iroak'd her cheek to itill her fear, 
And talkM of iins /» cavalier ; 
Each time enjoin'd her penance mild. 
And fondled on her like his child. 
At every jovial go(Bp*s feaft 
Fere Bernard was a welcome gueft; 
IVliith fufler'd not the leaft reftrarnt. 
He could at will (bake off the faint i 
Nor frown'd he when they freely fpoke. 
But (hook his (ides, and took the joke | 
Nor fail'd he to promote the jeft, 
And ihar'd the fins which cheycooftA^ 



Y«c 



TALES; f 

Yet, that he might not a1\vays roanry • 

He kept conveniencies at home. 
His maid was io the hloom of beauty,. 
Wcll-limh'd for every focial duty ; 
He meddled with no houfhold caress- 
To her coniign'd his whole affairs : 
She of his iVudy kept the keys, 
For he was ftiidious— of his eafe : 
She had the power of all his locks. 
Could rummage every ched and boX| 
Her honefty fuch credit gain'd, 
Not ev'n the cellar was re(lrain*d. 

In troth it was a goodly (how, 
LiqM with full hogiheads all a-row« 
One veffel, from the rank remov'd. 
Far dearer than the reft he lov'd ; 
Pour la bonne boucbe 'twas fet aiide. 
To all but ch(Mcell friends dcny'd. 
He now and then would fend a quarts 
To 'Warm fomc wifes retentive heart,. 
Againft confeilBon's fullen hour : 
Wine has all fecrets in its power. 
At common feaf^s it had been wade, . 
Nor was it fit for layman's taile. 
If monk or friar were his gued,. 
They drank it ; for they know the heft. 
Nay, he at length fo fond was grown. 
He always drank it when— alone. 

Who iball recount his civil labours. 
In pious Tifitf tO'his neighbours ? 

B 4 WheneV 
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Whene'er weak hufbaftds Went aftray^ 
He guefs'd their wives were in the way^i- 
Twas then his charity was fliown, 
.He clmfe to fee them when alone. 

Now was he bent on cuckoldom': 
He knew friend Dennis was from home 8 
His wife (a poor neglefted beauty. 
Defrauded of a hulBand's duty) 
Had often told him at confeflion. 
How hard fte ftruggled *gainft tranfgrcfEon* 
He now refolves, in heat of blood, 
To try how firm he^ virtue ftood. 
He knew that wine (to love bcft aid) 
Has oft' made bold the fhame-fac'd maid, 
Taught her to romp, and take more freedoms^ 
Than nymphs traih'd-up at Smith's or Necdliam*s^ 

A mighty bottle ftrait he chofe, * 
Such as might give two Friars their dofe. 
Nannette he call'd : the cellar-door 
She flraigh* Unlocks^ defCends before; 
He follow'd clofe. But when he fpies^ 
His favourite calk ; with lifted eyes 
And lifted hands aloud he cries, 
Heigh-day ! my darling wine aftoop !• 
It mufi:, §las ! have fprung a hoop. 
That there 's a leak is paft all doubt, 
(Reply'd the maid)-^I '11 find it ouc 
She fets the candle down in hafte, 
Tucks her white apron round her waift. 

I • - ' • . The 
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The bogfliead's mouldy (ide afcends; 
She ftraddles wide, and downward bends : 
So low (he ilpops to feek the flaw, . . 

' Her coats rofe up, her mailer faw— ^ 
I fee — ^he cries— (then clafpt her fiifl) 
The leak through which my wine has pafL 

Then all in hade the nut4 dtfceade<^ 
And in a trice the leak wasrmended% 
He found in Nannette all. he wantied» 
So Dennis' brows remained ttnplanted^ 
Ere fitkCfi this time» all.lufty Friara 
(Warm'd witlv predominant disfires. 
Whene'er the flcfb with fpirit quarrels )t 
Look 00 the iex as leaky banels. 
Beware of thefe, ye jealous fpouies I 
From fuch-like coopers guard your houfes ^ 
For, if th^y find not work at home. 
For jobbs.tb£Qugh.aU.tbe iowa they roanu. 
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A T A L B. 

A N Aiiibot ricli (^ivliioft taftfr was gootl^ 
^^ Alike in icitnce and in food) 
HSs Bifiiop liflid niblWd to treat i 
The Bilhop eame^ the IKfliop eat. 
'Twas filence, till tkctr flomachs M'd} 
And now at Hereticks tkey raiFd. 
What Hereiy (the Prelate Ikid) 
Ik in that Church where PriefH may wed ) 
Do not we take the Church for life ? "^ 
But thole divorce her for a wifo $ 
Like lay meni keep her in their houfes. 
And own the children of their fpoufes* 
Vik praftices ! the Abbot cry'd. 
For pious ufe we 're fet aiide 1 
Shall we take wives ? Marriage at beft 
Is but carnality profeft ! 

N0W9 as the Bifhop took lus glafs. 
He fpy'd our Abbot's buxom lafs. 
Who crofs'd the room ; he mark'd her eye 
That glow'd with lovei. his pulfe beat higlw 
Fyc, father, fyc, (the Prelate cries) 
A maid fo young ) for ihame, be wife. 
Thefe mdifcretions lend a handle 
Ti lewd lay-tongucS| to giye «& fcaadai. 
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?or your tow's fake, diis rule I give t' yc :- 
Let all yourmaids be tara*d of Hfty* 

The Frieft reply *d, I liflwre not fwcrv\J, 
Bat yoar chafte precept well obfenr'd : 
That lafs fultcweaty-five has told;, 
I Ve yet another who's as old $ 
2kit6 one fum.tbcir ages cafti 
60 both my maids hare fifty paft* 

The Prelate f»U d, hut duiril nofeblamef . 
For why f his jLcwdibip did the iama* 

L^c thoft who leprimand their brother^* 
Firft mend the firal^ th^ find iaothcru 
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A TRUE ST OR Y 

O P A » 

apparition; 

QCEPTICKS (vvhofe ftrength of argument makes^ut^ 
■^ That wifdom's deep enquiries end in doubt) 
Hold this aflertioB pofitive and efear, 
That fprites are-pufedelufions, rais'd by fear. 
J^ot that fem'd gholl:, which in prefagiog foundi 
Caird Brutus to Philippics fatal ground, 
Nor can Tiberius Gracchus* goary {hade^ 
Thcfc ever-doubting difputants perfuade^ 
Straight they with fmiles reply, Thofe talcs of ol4i 
By vifionary Prieft* were made and told. 
Oh, might fome ghoft at dead of night appeaiy 
And ms^e yoa own convi£Hon by your fear !* 
I know your fneers my eafy faith accufe, 
Which, with £uch idle legends fcares the Mufe r 
But tlunk not that I tell' thofe vulgar fprights, 
Which frighted boys relate on winter nights. 
How cleanly milk-maids meet the fairy train. 
How headlefs. ho'rfes drag the clinking chain, ' 

Night-roaming ghofts, by faucer eye-balls knowfl> 
The common fpeftres of each country-towu. 
No> I fuch fables can like you defpife, • 
And laugh to hear chefe nurfe-invented lies- 
Yet has.ngt oft' the fraudful guardian's fright 
Competed ^im to rclbotc an orphan^* right ? 

An4 
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And can we doubt that horrid ghods afcend. 
Which x>n the confcious murderer's fleps attend ? 
Hear tlien, and let atrcfted truth prevail j 
From faithful lips I learnt tlie dreadful tale. 

Where Arden's forcft fpreads its limits wide, 
Whofe branching paths the doubtful road divide, 
A traveler took his folitary way. 
When low beneath the hills was funk the day. 
And now the ikies with gatheriDg darknefs lour. 
The branchy rudle with the threatened fhower; 
With fudden Uafts the forefl: murmurs lou<i. 
Indented lightnings cleave the fable cloud, 
Thunder on thunder breaks, the tempeft roars. 
And heaven difcharges all its watery ilores. 
The wandering traveler flieker feeks in vain,- 
And ihrinks and Olivers with the beating rain .* 
On his ftccd*s neck tlie flack en*d bridle lay. 
Who chofe with cautious ftep th' uncertain way j 
And now he diecks the rein, and halts to hear 
If any nolfe foretold a village near. 
At length from far a dream of light lie fees 
Extend its level ray between the trees ; 
Thitfhcr he fpceds, and, as he nearer came, 
Joyful he knew the lamp*s domeftic flume 
Tha^'trembled through the window j ' crofs the vncf 
Darts forth tlie barking cur, and (lands at bay. 

It was ah antient lonely houfe,' that fiood 
Upon thfe lx)rders of the fpacious wobd j 
Here towers and antique battlements arife. 
And tiicrc in heaps the moulder'd ruin lies* 
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rSome*Lord*thT8 maniion held in days of yore. 
To chacc the wolf, and pierce the foaming boar^ 
How chang'd, alas, from What it once had been1 
*Tis now degraded to a public inn. 

Straiglit he difmounts, repeats his loud command*:: 
Swift it the gate the ready landlord ftands ; 
IVith frequent cringe he bows, and begs excufe. 
His houfe was fall, and every bed in uic. 
What taot a garret, and no ihaw to fpare ? 
Why then the kitchen-fire and elbow-chair 
Shall fervc for once to nod, away ^the night. 
The kitchen ever is the fervant-s right, 
Replies the hoft j there, all the fire around. 
The Count's tir'd footmen 'fnore upon the ground. 

The maid, who liftcii'd to this whole debate, 
With pity learnt the weary ftrangcr's fate. 
Be brave, the cries, you Hill may be our gueft; 
"Our haunted room was ever held the bed : 
'If thcfn your valour can the fright fuftain 
Of rattling curtains and. the clinking chains 
If your courageous tongue have power to talk. 
When roilind your bed the horrid ghoft (hall wilk; 
If you dare aft. it, ,why it leaves its tomb } . 
1*11 (ce^our Ihcets well air'il, and ihew the room* 
Soon as the frighted maid her tale had told, 
The ftranger cnter'd, for his heart was bold. 

The damiel led him through a fpaeious hally 
Where ivy hung the half-demolilh*d wall : 
She frequent lookM behjnd, and changed her hue, 
)MhUe fancy tipt the candle's flame with blue; 

Afi4 
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And now diey gus'd the wtacBag fiun* sfeenif ' 

And to the loDdbme room of terroi^ went. 

When all was ready, -fwifc fctir'd the maid. 

The watch-Iigh»s 'bsm, tvidk'd warm in bed was laid 

T^e hardy Ihrongery and attends the (pdte 

Till his aceuftoni'd Wsdk at dead of night. 

At firft he hears the wind Mmh hollow roar 
*Shake the \ooft lock, and'fwingthe creaking doorii 
Nearer and nearer draws the dreadful (bund 
Of rattling chains, that drag^d upon the grovmdf 
H^cn lo, thi fpcAre came with horrid ftride, 
Approached the bed, and drew the curtains widel 
In human form the ghailful. phantom ilood, 
Expos'd his mangled bofom dy'dMrith blood. 
Then, filentfpointing4o hit wounded 'breaft, 
Thrice wav'd his hand. Beneath the frighted ^giieft 
"The bed-cords trembled, and with Juddering fear, 
'€ureac chilVd his limbs, high rok his bridled hair j 
Then muttering hafty prayers, -he mann'd hishcaN^ 
And cry'd aloud; Say, whence and who tho^ arc 
TJie (talking ghoft wiih holkm voice replies. 
Three years ate counted 'fince with mortal eyet 
3faw the fun, and vital air refpir'tf. 
OLikc thee benighted, and' with travel ttr^fl. 
Within thefe walls Tflept. O ihirft-of gain ? 
'See, dill the platfks the'blt)ody mark retain. 
Stretch'd on ihis very' bed, fromHeep 1 ftart. 
And fee the ftecl impending^ o'crony ' heart ; 
The barbarous hodefs held the lifted knife, 
^dhelftflfbr ran purple with my gufhing life. 

My 



i« • GAY'S POEMS. 

My treafdrc no^ they fcizc, the golden fpoil 
They bury deep beneath the grafs-grown foil. 
Far in the common field. Be hold, arife. 
My Heps ihall lead thee to the fecret prize f 
There dig, and find ; let that thy care reward ; 
Call loud on juftice, bid her not retard 
To punifh murder; lay my ghoft at refl: 
So (hall with peace fecure thy nights be bled; 
And, when beneath thefe boards my bones are found. 
Decent inter them in fome facred ground. 

Here ceas*d theghoft. The ftranger fprings from bed. 
And boldly follows where the phantom led : 
The half-worn ftony jftairs they now defcend. 
Where paflages obfcure their arches bend. ♦ 

Silent they walk ; and now through groves they pafs, 
Now through wet meads their fVeps imprint the grafs. 
At length amidll: a fpacious field they came : 
There flops the fpe6lre, and afcends in flame. 
Ams^'d he flood* no bufh or brier was found, 
To teach his morning fearch to find the ground. 
What could he do ? the night was hideous dark. 
Fear fhoqk his Joints, and nature dropt tlie mark : 
With that he flaning wak'd, and rais'd his head, 
But found the/golden mark was left .in bed. 

What is the flatefraan's vafl ambitious fchcme. 
But a fhort vifion, and a golden dream } 
Power, wealth, and title, elevate-his hope j 
He wakes : but, for a garter, finds a rope, 

- . . THE 
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A P R U D E, at morn and cverung prayer, 
•*^ Had worn her vfilvet-cufliion bare; 
Upward (he taught her eyes to roll. 
As if flic watch'd her foaring foul i 
And, when devotion warm'd the croud , 
None fung, or fmote their hreaft fo loud s 
Pale Penitence had raark'd her face 
With all the meagre figns of grace. 
Her mafs-book was compleatly lin'd 
With painted Saints of various kind : 
But, when in every page Gkc view'd 
Fine Ladies who the flelh fubdiied. 
As quick her beads fiie counted o'er. 
She cry'd — Such wonders are no more ! 
She chofe not to delay confeflion. 
To bear at once a year's tranfgreflion i 
But every week fet all things even, 
And balanc'd her accounts with Heaven. 

Behold her now in humble guife. 
Upon her knees with down-caft eyes 

Vol. IL C Before 
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Before the Prieft : (he thus begins, 
And, fobbing, blubbers-forth her fins « 
" Who couUi that tempting man refift ? 
** My virtue languifii'd, as he kifs*d ; 
<' I llrove — till I could ftrive no longert 
■*» How can the weak fubdue the ftronger ?" 

The Father aik'd her where and when ? 
How many ? and what fort cf men ? 
©y what degrees her blood was lieated ? 
How oft' the fraihy was repeated ? 
Thus have I fetn ii pregnant wench 
All fluih'd with guilt before the .bench : 
The Judges (wak'd by want-on thought) 
Dive to tlie bottom of her faukj 
They leer, they fimpcr at her (hame, 
And make l^r call all things by name. 

And now to fenteiice he proceeds, 
Frcfcrtbes how oft' to tell her beads j 
iShews her Avhat Saints could do her goodt 
•Doubles her fads, to cool hec blood. 
£as-d of her fins, and light as air. 
Away ihe trips, perhaps to prayer. 
'Twas no fuch thing. Why then this haftc ? 
The clock has ftruck, the hour is paflj 
Aud, on the fpur of inclination, 
rShe fcorn'd to bilk her alTignation. 

Whatever Ihe did, next w^ek (he came. 
And pioufly coui'eii tlie iaDBLu 

The 
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The Prieft, whe female frailties phy'rf, 

Firft chid her, then her fins remitted. 
But did ihe now her crime bemoan 

In penitenoal fheets tlone ? 

And was no bold, no beaftly feHovir 

The nightly partner of her pillow ? 

No, none : for next time in the grorc 

A bank was confcions of her love. 
Confcflijn-day wa^ come aboifre. 

And now again it all muft out. 

She feems to wipe her twinkling eyes : 

" What now, my child }** the Father cries. 

" Again ?" fays fhe.— With threatening looks. 
He thus the proftrate dame rebukes : 

" Madam, I grant there '9 fomerhing in it, 
** That virtue has th' unguarded minute ; 
" But pray now tell me what are whores, 
" But women of unguarded hours ? 
" Then you muft fure have loft sdl Ihame. 
" What ! every day, and ftrll the fame, 
* And no fault elfc ! 'tis ftrange to find 
" A woman to one fin confined f 
** Pride is this day her darling paflion, 
" The next day Slander is in fafliion ; 
*< Gaming" fuccccds ; if Fortune croires, 
" Then Virtue 's mortgaged for her loffts ; 
" By ufc her favourite vice fhe loaths, 
" And loves new follies like new ctoaths : 
" But you, beyond all thought unchafte, 
♦' Have all Trn centered near your warft \ 

C z •« Whence 
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** Whence is this appetite fo ftrong ? 
'* Say, Madam, did your mother long ? 
<* Or is it luxury and high diet 
*« That won't let vinuc fleep in quiet ? ** 
She tells him now> with meekeft voice. 
That die had never err'd by choice ; 
Nor was there known a virgin chafter. 
Till ruin'd by a fad xJifafter. 

That (he a favourite lap-dog had. 
Which (as (he ibroak'd and kifs'd) grew mad s 
And on her lip a Wound indenting, - 
Firft fet her youthful blood fermenting. 

The Prieft reply'd, with zealous fury, . 
*« You fliould have fought the naeans to cure ye. 
•* Dodors by various ways, we fin4# 
** Treat thefe diilempers of the mind. 

** Let gaudy ribbands lie denyM 
"** To her who raves with fcornful pride | 
** And, if religion crack her notions, 
" Lock*up her volumes of devotions j 
<* But, if for man lier rage prevail, 
" Bar her the fight of crcatur«s male. 
« Or elfe, to cure fuch venom'd bites, 
<< And fet the fhatter'd thoughts arights | 
•* They fend you to the ocean's Ihorc, 
"*< And plunge the patient o'er and o'er." 

The dame reply'd, V Alas I in vain 
<* My kindred forc'd me to the main 5 
^ Naked, and in the face of day : 
** Look not, ye fifhermen^ this way ! 

« What 




TALES.' 
<« What virgin had not done as I did ? " •• 
« My modcft hand, by nature guided, 
** Debarr'd at once from human eyes- 
" The feat where female honour lies j 
<< Andy though thrice dipt from top to too^ < 
" I ftill fecur'd the poft l>elow, 
^ And guarded it with gr^p fo faft 
«* Not one drop through my fingers pad, 
** Thus owe I to my bafhful care, 
" That all the rage is fettled there." 

Weigh well the proje6is of mankind j 
Then tell me. Reader, canft thou find 
The man from madnefs wholly free ? 
Tliey all are mad — fave you and me. 
Do not the ftatefman, fop, and wit. 
By daily follies prove they *re bit ? 
And, when the briny cure they try'd. 
Some part dill kept above the tide ? 

Some men (when drench'd beneath the wj 
High o'er tlwir heads their fingers fave :^ 
Thofe hands by mean extortion thrive. 
Or in the pocket lightly dive : 
Or, more expert in pilfering vice, 
1*hey burn and itch to cog the dice. 

Plungc-in a courtier j ftrait his fears 
Direft his hands to flop his ears. 
And now truth feems a grating noife, 
He loves the flanderer*s whifpering voice ; 

c, 
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He hangs on tizxttry wkb 4elight^ 
And thinks all fulibme pnife is right. 
All women dread a watery lieath : 
They fhut their lif>s, to hdd dicir breadi t 
Andt though you duck them ae'rr fo loog^ 
Not one fait drop e*er wets tbdr tongue : 
'Tis hence they fcandal have »t will* 
And that this memher oc'er Iks iUlL 
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eCCASIONED 

By the Dearth of the DuKB Recent of France,. 

TTOW vain are mortal man's endeavours? 

■•^ (Said, at dame Elliot's *, mailer Travers^> 

Good Orleans dead f in truth 'tis hard : 

Oh> may all ftatefmen die prepar'd \ 

I do fore(ee (and for fore-feeing ^ 

He equals any man in being) 

The army ne'er can be diibandcd. 

— - 1 vnih the King were fafely landed.. 

Ah, frieniis I great changes threat the land ; 

All France and England at a iland ! u> 

There 's Meroweis — mark ! ftrangc work ! 

And there *s the Czar, and there 's the Turk j 

The Pope — An India merchant by^ 

Cut fhort the fpeech with tliis reply : 

** All at a ftand f You fee great changes } m^ 
^ Ah, Sir ! you never faw the Ganges. 
*' There dwell the nations of Quidnunki's 
**- (So Monomotapa calls monktes) : 

• A tfotfbe4ioufe near St. James's, 

C 4 «* On 
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*' On either bank, from bough to bought 
** They meet and chat (as we may now). so 

** Whifpers go round, they grin, they fiirug, 
** They bow, they fnarl, they fcratch, they hug; 
** And, juft as chance or whim provoke them, 
^ They cither bite their friends, or flroke them. 

'* There ha?e I fecn fome a6live prig, a^ 

•* To fhew his parts, beftridc a twig : 
" Lord I how the chattering tribe admire, 
" Not that he *s wifer, but he 's higher : 
" All long to try the venturous thing 
•* (For power is but to have one's fwing) j 
♦< From fide to fide he fprings, he fpums, 30 

^ And bangs his foes and friends by turns. 
" Thus, as in giddy freaks he bounces, 
«* Crack goes the twig, and in he flounces I 
" Down the fwifc ftream the wretch is borne j 
** Never, ah never, to return f 55 

" Zounds ! what a fall had our dear brother ; 
'* Morbleu ! cries one j and Damme ! t'other. 
•* The nations give a general fcreech ; 
<* None cocks his tail, none claws his breech ; 
" Each trembles for the public weal, 40 

" And for a while forgets to ileal. 

** A while, all eyes, intent and fteddy, 
** Purfue him, whirling down the eddy. 
" But, out of mind when out of view, 
** Some other mounts the twig anew j 45 

** And bufinefs, on each monkey-fliore, 
" Runs the fame track it went before." 

FABLES. 
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IN TWO PARTS. 

** Shall not my Fables cenfure vice, 
** Becaufe a knave is over-nice ? — 
" If I laib vice in general fiftion, 
" Is 't I apply, or felf-convi6lion ? 
** Brutes are my theme. Am I to blame, 
" If men in morals are the fame ? 
" I no man call or ape or afs; 
** 'Tis his own confcience holds tlie glafs. 
** Thus void of all offence I write : 
" Who claims the Fable, knows Ms right.*" 
Prol. to sb£P. week* 



INTRODUCTION TO THE FABLE& 
PA,RT THE FIRST. 

THE SHEPHERD AND THE PHILOSOPHER. 

'n EMOTE from citie» liv'd a Swain, 
•*-^ Unvex'd with all the cares of gain j 
His head was itlver'd o'er with age. 
And long experience hiade him fage ; 

a In 
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In rummer's heac« and winter's cold, 

He fed his flock, and pennV) the fold; 

His hours in cheerful Jabour flew, s^ 

Kor envy nor ambition knew; 

His wifdom ami his hooefl fane 

Through all the country rais'd his name* ' 

A deep Philofopher (whole rules 
Of moral life were drawn from fchools) 
The Shepherd's homely cottage fough|^ 
And thus explor'd his reach of thought. 

Whence is thy learning ? hath tKy toil i 

0*er books confum'd the midnight oil ? 
Haft thou old Greece «nd Rome furvey'df 
And the vaft fenfc of Plato weigh*d ? 
Hath Socrates thy foul refin'd. 
And haft thou fkhom'd Tully's mind ? i 

Or^ like the wife Ulyftes^ thrown, f 

By various fates, on realms unknown^ 
Haft thou through many cities ftray'd, 
Their cuftoms, laws, and manners, weigh'd ? 

The Shepherd modeftly reply'd^ j 

} ne'er the paths of learning try'd ; 
Nor have 1 roam'd in foreign parts. 
To read mankind, their laws and arts ;: 
For man is pra£lis'd in difguife. 
He cheats the moft difcerning eyes s j 

Who by that fearch (hall wifer grow. 
When we ourfelves can never know ? 
The little knowledge I have gu&'d^ 
Was all from fimpk Nature draiiiM ; 

I Hep 
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^ence my life's maxkns took their rife^ 
Hence grew my fettled hate to vice« 

The daily labours of the bee 
Awake my foul to iuduftry z 
Who can obferve the careful ant. 
And not provide for future want > 
My dog (the truitieft of his kind) 
With gratitude inflames my mind : 
I mark his true, his fsuthfol way« 
And in my fervice copy Tray. 
In conflancy and nuptial love, 
I learn my duty from the dove. 
- The hen, who from the chilly air« 
With pious wing, prote£);s her care. 
And every fowl that flies at large, 
Jnftru61s me in a parent's charge. 

'From Nature, too, I take my rule. 
To fliun contempt and ridicule. 
I never, with important air. 
In converfation overbear. 
Can grave and formal pafs for wife. 
When men the folemn owl defpife } 
My tongue within my lips I rein ; 
For who talks much mud talk in vain. 
We from the wordy torrent fly : 
Who liftens to the chattering pye ? 
Nor would I, with felonious flight, 
By Health invade my neighbour's right. 
Rapacious animals we hate : 
Kites, hawks, and wolves, deferve their fj 
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Do not we juft abhorrence find 
Againft the toad and ferpent-kind ?' 
But £nvy» Calumny, and Spite, 
Bear (Ironger venom in their bite. 
Thus every objeft of creation 
Can furniih hints to contemplation ; 
Andy from the mofl minute and mean^ 
A virtuous mind can morals glean. 

Thy fame is juft> the Sage replies ; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wife. 
Pride often guides the author's pcn^ 
Books as afFe£led are as men : 
But he who (ludies Nature's laws. 
From certain truth his maxims draws ; 
And thofe, without our fchools, fuffice 
To make men moral, good, and wift • 




C *^ 1 

TO HIS HIGHNESS 

WILLIAM DUKE OF CUMBERLAND. 
FABLE L 

THE LIONy THE TIGBR^ AND THB TRAVELLER* 

A CCEPT, young Prince I the moral lay, 
■^ And in thcfe Tales mankind fiirrey; 
With early virtues plant your breaft. 
The fpccious arts of vice dcteft. 

Princes, like beauties, from their youth 5 

Are ftrar^gers to the voice of Truth. 
Learn to contemn all praife betimes. 
For flattery *s the nurfe of crimes : 
Friendfliip by fweet reproof is ihowa 
(A virtue never near a throne) : !• 

In courts fuch freedom muft offend j 
There none prefumes to be a friend. 
To thofe of your exalted ftatibn. 
Each courtier is a dedication. 
Muil I, too, flatter like the reft, ' 15 

And turn my morals to a jeft ? 
The Mufe difdains to fteal from thoie 
Who tlirive in courts by fulfome profe. 

But ihall I hide your real praife. 

Or tell you what a nation fays ? »• 

They in your infant bofom trace 

The virtues of your royal race j 

In 
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In the fair dawning of your mind, 

Difcern you generous^ mild, and kind r 

They fee you grieve to hear diftrcfs, 2$ 

And pant already to le^efsr 

Go on, the height of good attain. 

Nor let a nation hope in vahi t « 

For hence we juftly may prefagc 

The virtues of a riper age. ^f 

True cowrage ftall jkjut boTom fire. 

And ftttoteadlioDS own- your ike. 

Cowards are cruel ; but the hfVf^ 

Love mercy, and delight to iaAT* 

A Tiger, roamiag for htf piiey, 35 

Sprung on a Traveller io the way » 
The proflrate game a Lien ij^my 
And on the greedy tyrant flies : 
With mingled roar rcfouads d«c wood. 
Their teeth, their cbtwg, daiUi with blood ; 40 
Till, vanquiih'd by dm lioa's ibrength. 
The fpotted. Foe extendt liis kngch. 
The Man befoug^ the ibaggy Lorcl, 
And on his knees forli^ rmploc'd. 
His life the generous hero ga^ve. 45 

Together walking to liii ■cawc^ 
The Lion thus befpoke his gueft : 

" What Iwrdy beaft ihaH daie eonteft 
** My matchlefs ftnaigth } You few the fight, 
'" And muft atteft my power and riglit. 50 

** Forc'd to forego their natinre horaSf 
** My ilarving (laves at diftaace roam. 

« Witl^ia 
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<• Within thefe woods I reign alone ; 

•* The boundlefs forcft is my own. 

" Bears, wolves, aiid all the favage broody 

" Have 4y*d the regal den with blood, 

** "fhefe carcafles on either hand, 

" Thok bones that whiten all the land, 

" My former deeds and triumphs tell, 

** Beneath thtfe jaws what numbers fell." 

** True," fays the Man, ** the ftrength J 
<* Might well the brutal nation awe ; 
** But (hall a monarch, brave, like yo% 
** Place glory in fo falfe a view ? 
" Robbers invade their neighbours' right. 
** Be lov'd ; let juftice bound your might. 
** Mean arc ambitious heroes' boafls 
" Of wafted lands and (laugbtcr'd hods. 
** Pirates their power by murders gain ; 
** Wife kings by love and mercy reign. 
" To me your clemency hath Ihown 
■*' The virtue worthy of a tlYronc. 
** Heaven gives you power above the reft, 
** Like Heaven, to fuccour the diftrcft.*\ 

" The cafe is jdain," the monarch faid | 
** Falfe glory hath my youth milled ; 
** For hearts of prey, a fervile train, 
** Have been the ftatterers of my reign. 
" Yott reafon well. Yet tell me, friend, 
^* Did ^ver you in courts attend } 
** For all my fawning rogues agree, 
** That human heroes rule like me." 

I 
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FABLE II. 

THE SPANIEL AND THE CAMELEOl 

A SPANIEL, bred with all the car 
That waits upon a favourite heir, 
Ne'er felt Corredicn's rigid hand i 
Indulged to diPobey command^ 
In pamperM eafe his hours were fpem : 
He never knew what Learning meant. 
Such forward airs, fo pen, fo fmarty 
Were fure to win his lady's heart ; 
Each Uttie mifchicf gain'd him praife ; 
How pretty were his fawning ways ! 

The wind was fouth, the morning fair. 
He ventures forth to take the air : 
He ranges all the meadow round. 
And rolls upon the fofced ground ; 
When near him a Cameleon feen. 
Was fcarcc diftinguifli*d from the green. 

** Dear emblem of the flattering hoft, 
«< What, live with clowns ! a genius lofl I 
« To cities and the court repair $ 
^< A fortune cannot fail thee there : 
** Preferments fhall thy talents crown ; 
« Believe me, Friend j I know the Town 

" Sir,'* fays the Sycophant, " like you, 
<« Of old, politer life I knew ; 
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•** Like you, a courtier bom and bred, 
*** Kings lean'd their ear to what I faid* 
** My whifper always met Aiccefs ; 
-** The ladies prais'd me for addrefs. 
" I kiiew to laJit each counier's pallion, 
** And flatter'd every vice in fafhion. 
^* But Jove, who hates the liar's ways, 
" At once cut fliort my profperous days, 
• *' And, fentenc'd to retain my nature, 
** Transfbrm'd me to this crawling creature. 
-<< Doom'd to a life ob£cure and mean, 
" I wander in the fylvan fcene : 
<* For Jove the heart alone regards ; 
** He puniihes what man rewards. 
•** How different is thy cafe and mine I 
■^* With men at leaft you fup and dine ; 
^* While I, condemned to thinneft fare, 
" Like thofe I flatter 'd, feed on air," 



FABLE IIL 

THE MOTHER, THE NURSE, AND THE PA 

y^ IVE me a fon. The bleffing fcnt, 
^^ Were ever parents more content ? 
How partial are their doating eyes ! 
"No child is half fo fair and wife. 

Wak*d to the morning's pleaiing care, 
The mother rofe, and fought licr heir. 

VaL. M. X) 
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"Sht faw the Nurfe like one poflTeft, 
'With wringing hands and fobbing brcaft, 

" Sure fomc difaftcr has befell ! 
• Speak, Nurfc j I hope the boy is well." io 

" Dear Madam, think notiBc to blame; 
^Tnvifibly the Fairy came: 
Your precious balx: is hence conrey^d, 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
Where are the father's mouth and nofe ? 15 

The mother's eyes, as black as does ? 
See, here, a fhocking auk ward creature, 
"That fpcaks a fool in every^featwe r 

•' The woman *8 blind, the Mother cuies; 
I fee wit fparkle- in-' hie eys»." 2^ 

«* Lord! Madam, what a'fquinting- leer! 
No dou4)t the Fairy hath been here." 

Juft^s Ihe'fpoke, ^a pigmy»fppit^ 
Pops through tl>e key-hole fwift as light 5 
•Pcrch*d on the cradle's top he ftands, »5 

.And thus her folly reprimands. 

« Whence- fprung' the vain conceited lye. 
That we the world with fools fupply ? 
What ! give our fprightly race away 
■For the dull, helplefs fons of clay 1 30 

Bcfulcs, by partial fondnefs Ihewn, 
Like you, we dcat ujion our own. 
'Where vet was ever found a Mother 
Who 'd give her booby for another ? 
And, ihould we change with human breed, 3$ 
Well might we pafs for fo<^6. indeed." 

^ABLJE 
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THE EAGLB AND THE ASSEMBLY OF ANIMALS. 

A S Jupiter's all-fcring eye 
•^^ Survey 'd the worlds Ixncath the Iky, 
From this fmall fpcck of earth arerc fcnt 
Murmurs and founds of dii'content } 
For every thing alive coxnpUiaM, 5 

That he the hardcft life fuftain d. 

Jove calls his E.iglc. At the word. 
Before him ftands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from Heaven's hdghtf 
Downward dire^^s his rapid flight ; ■• 

Then cited every living thing, 
To hear the mandates of Ills king. 

•' Ungrateful creatures ! whence arife 
Thefe murmurs which ofTcnd the (kie« ? 
Why this difordcr ? fay the caufe 4 15 

For juft are Jovc'g eternal laws. 
Let each liis difconrcnt reveal ; 
To yon' four Dog I firil appeal.** 

" Hard is my lot, the Hound replies % 
Oa what fleet nerves tlie GreylK>und flic* t 20 

Whilp 1, with weary ftep and flow, 
P'er plains, and vales, and mountsdns, go« 
The morning fees my chacc begun, 
NiW ends it till the fetting-fun.'* 

Da - « wi,«.n 



36 GAY'S POEMS. 

" Wlicn (fays the Greyhound) I pu 
My game is loO, or caught in view ; 
Beyond my fight the prey 's fecurc ; 
The Hound is (low, but always fure | 
And, had t his fagacious fcent, 
Jove nc er had heard my difcontcnt/* 

The Lion crav'd the Fox's art j 
The Fox the Lion's force and heart : 
The Cock iraplor'd the Pigeon's Hightt 
Wliofe win]gs were rapid, ftrong, and ligbl 
The Pigeon ftrength of wing dcfpis'd. 
And the Cock's matdhlcfs valour priz'dl 
The Fiflies wilh*d to graze the plain j 
The Beads, to (kirn beneath the main. 
Thiis, envious of another's ftate, 
Each blam'cl the partial hand of Fate. 

The Bird of Heaven then cry'd aloud : 
** Jove bids difperfe the murmuring crowd j 
The God rejefts your idle prayers. 
Would ye, rebellious Mutineers ! 
Entirely change your name and nature. 
And be the very envy'd creature ? - 
What ! filent all, and none confent ? 
Be happy, then, and learn content ; 
Nor imitate the reftlefs mind. 
And proud ambition, of mankihd." 
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FABLE V. 

THE WILD BOAR AND THE RAM. 

AGAINST an elm a (heep was ty\I, 
^^ The butcher's knife in blood was dy'ilj. 
The patient flock, in filent fright, 
From far beheld the horrid fight. 
A favagc Boar, \yho near them flood, 
Thus mock*d to fcorn the fleecy brood. 

" All cowards ihould be ferv'd like you. 
See, fee your murderer is in view : 
With purple hands, and reeking knife, 
He ftrips the (kin yet warm with life. 
Your quarter*d fires, your bleeding dams^ 
The dying bleat of harmlefs lambs. 
Call for revenge. O (lupid Race I 
The heart that wants revenge is bafc." 

** I grant, an ancient Ram replies. 
We bear no terror in our eyes j 
Yet think us not of foul fo tame, 
Which no repeated wrongs inflame; 
-Infcnfible of every ill, 
Bccaufe we want thy tulks to kill. 
Know, thofe, who violence purfue. 
Give to thcmfelves the vengeance due 5 
For in thcfc maflacres they find 
The two chief plagues that wafte mankind. 
D3 
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Our Ikin fupplics the wrangling bar. 
It wakes their {lumbering fons to war ; 
-And well Revenge may refl contented, 
Since drums and parchment were invented.** 

FABLE VI. 

THE MISER AND PLUTUS. 

'T^HE wind was high, the window (hakcs^ 
■*" With fudden dart the Mifer wakes ;. 
Along the filent roon? he llalks» 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks« 
Each lock and every bolt he tries, 
In every creek and corner pries j 
Then opes the cheft with treafure fl:or*d, 
And ftaftds in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now, with fudden qualms pofleft. 
He wrings Uis hands, he beats his bread; 
By confcience ftung, he wildly Hares, 
And thus his guilty foul declares : 

<« Had the deep earth her ftores confin'd, 
This heart had known fweet peace of mind. 
But virtue *s fold. Good Gods ! what price 
Can recompenfe the pangs qf vice ! 
O bane of good ! feducing cheat ! 
Can man, weak man, thy power defeat ? 
Gold baniOi'd honour from the mind, 
And only left the name behind } 
Gold fow*d the world with every ill j 
Gold taught the murdercr*s fword to kill : 

*1 
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*Twas gold inftrufted coward-hearrs 
In treachery's more pernicious arts. 
Who can recount the mifchiefs o'er } 
Vinuc.refidcs on canh no more J** 
He fpoke, and figh'd. In angry mood ' 
Plutus, his god, before him ftood. 
The* Mifer^ trembling, lock'd his cheft i -. 
The Vifion frown'd, -and thus addrefs'd : 

" Whence is this vile ungrateful rant, . 
Sach fordid rafcaPs daily cant > 
Did 1, bafe wretch ! corrupt mankind i • 
The fault 's in thy rapacious^ mind. - 
Becaufe my blefTings are ahus'd, 
Muft I be-cenfur'd, xun/d, accus'd ? 
Br'n Virtue's felf l)y knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade ; 
And Power (when lodg'd in their pofTeflibn] 
Grows tyranny, and rank opprciTion. 
Thus, when the villain crams his cheft^ ^ 
Gold is the canker of the bread * 
*Tis -avarice, iofolence, and pridtr, • 
And every ihocking vice befide c 
But, when to virtuous hands 'tis given, 
It bleiTes, like the dews of Heaven t 
Like Heaven, it hears the orphan's cries, . 
And wipes the tears from widows* eyes.- 
Their crimes on gold fhall Mifcrs lay. 
Who pawn'd their fordid foljls for pay ? 
Let bravocs, then, when blood is fpilr, , 
L'^braid thepaffive foul with guilt." 

D.4. FA 
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FABLE VII. 

THE LION, THE FOX, AND T»£ OSm 

A LION, tir'd with ftatc-afFairs, 
•^^ Q^ite fick of pomp, and worn with'cii 
Hefolv'd (remote from noife and fbife) 
In peace to pafs his latter life. 

It was proclaim^ ; the day was fet^. 
Behold the general council met. 
The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The crowd 
Tjo the new regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, bears, and mighty tigers,, bend,. 
And drive who moft (hall condefcend* 
He flraight alTumes a folemn grace, 
Colle£^s his wifdom in his face. 
The crowd admire his wit, his fcnfe ; 
Each word hatli weight and confequcncc. 
The flatterer all his art difplays : 
He who hath power is fure of praife. 
A Fox ftept forth before the reft. 
And thus the fervile throng addrefl : 

<< How vad his talents, born to rule. 
And trained in Virtue's honeft fchool I 
What clemency his temper fways ! 
How uncorrupt are all hFs ways I 
Beneath his condu^ and command*^ 
Rapine fhall ceafe to wade the land, r 
His brain hath ibratagem and art ; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart.. 
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Wliat ble^ngs muft attend the imlott 
Under thi» good adminiftratioo 1" 

He faid. A Gbofe, whodiOanc fleod, 
Harangu'd apart the cacklii^ brood : f# 

<< Whene'er I he» a knave coottxicndy 
He bids me ihun hi» worthy friend. 
What praife I what mighty commendation I 
But 'twas a Fox whi) %ofce th' osation»- 
Foxes this government may Tptws^ 35 

As gentle, plentiful, and wife $ 
If they enjoy the fweets, tis pkin 
Wc Geefe muft feel a tyrant-teign. 
What havock now ihall thin our race. 
When every petty clerk in pkce, ' .^ 

To prove his tafte, and feem pGliee, 
Will feed on Oeefe both noon.and night&l" x 



FABLE Vm, 

Tils LADY AND THE WASK 

TXTH AT whifpers muft the Beauty bear I 
~ ^ What hourly nonfenie haunts her ear I 
Where'er her eyes difpenfe their charmsy 
impeninence around her. fwarms. 
Did not the tender nonfenfe ftrike» y. 

Contempt and fcom might look diftikes 
Forbidding airs might thin the place^ 
The ihghteft flap a Sj can chace : 
l^ut who can drive the numerous breed ? 
Chace one, another will fucceed. i# 

Wli© 
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Who knows a fool, mud know his brother r^ 

One fop will recommend another : 

And with^is plague (he 's rightly curfl» 

Becaufe ihe liflen'd to the firft. 
As Doris^ at her toilettaV duty, . 

Sate meditating on her .beauty. 

She now. was penfive, now was gay^ 

And loll'd the fultry hours away. 
As thus in indolence (he lies,.. 

A giddy Wafp around her fliea. 

He now advance*, now retires. 

Now to her neck and cheek afpires. 

Her fan in vain defends her charms ; . 

Swift he returns, again alarms-; 

For by rcpulfe he bolder grewj 

Pcrch'd on^ her Jip,- and. fipt the .dew- 
She frowns ; Ihe frets. ** Good Gods ! ihe 

Proteft me from thefef teazing llies ! 

Of all the pl'agues-that Heaven hath ffrnt^ 

A Wafp is moft impertinent," 

The hovering infed thus complained} 

<* Am I tlicn flighted, .fcorn'dj difdain'd ? • 

Can fuch offence your anger wake ? 

'Twas beauty caus'd the !»f)ld miftak-c. 

Thofc cherry-lips- that breathe perfume, 

That cheek fo ripe with youthful bloom, 

Made me with ftrong defiie purfue 

The faireil peach that t:ver grew." 

*< Strike hiin not, Jenny, Doris cries, , 

Kor murder 'Waf[*s likt vulgar fiies j 
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For though he *s free (to do him right)^ 
The creature 's civil and polite." 

In ccflaHes away he pofh ; 
Whcw'er he came» the favour boafts > 
Brags how her fweetefl tea he fips, 
And (hows the fugap on his lips. 

The hint alarm'd the forward crew.; 
rSurc of fucccfs, away they flew :- 
They fhare the dainties of the day,. 
Round her with. airy mu(ic play : 
And now they flutter, now they refl:. 
Now foar again, and flcim her bread. 
Nor were they banifli'd, till flie found 
Thaf Wafps have fliogSy and felt the.wouai] 
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THE BULL AND THE MASTIFF. 

O EEK you to traia your favourite boy?'?- 
*^ Each caution, every care employ j 
And, ere you venture to confide. 
Let his preceptor's heart be try*d : 
Weigh well his manners, liFe, and fcope i^ 
On thefe depends thy future hope. 

As on a time, in. peaceful reign,, 
A Bull enjoy'd the flowery plain, 
A MaflifFpafs'dj inflam'd wich ire^ 
His eye-balls fliot indignant fire. 
He foam'd, he rag'd with thiift: of blood. 

Spurning the ground^ the monarch flood, 
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And n>ar*d aloud s *f Sufpend the fight | 
In a whole ikin go ileep to-night : 
Or tell me, ere the battle rage, 
What wrongs provoke thee to engage I 
Is it ambition fires thy breaft, 
Or ayarice, that ne'er can reft ? 
From thefe alone unjuftly fprings 
The world-deftroyi«g wrath of kings.** 

The furly Maftitf thus- returns < 
" Within my bofom glory burns. 
Like heroes of eternal name, 
Whom poets fing, I fight for fame. 
The butcher's ipirit-ftirring mind 
To daily -war my youth inclinM j 
He train'd me to heroic deed, 
Taught me to conquer, or to bleed.** 

*• Curs'd Dog, the Bull reply'd, no more 
I wonder at thy thirft of gore j 
For thou (beneath a butcher train'd, 
Whofe hands with cruelty are ftain'd. 
His daily murders in thy view) 
Muft, like thy tutor, blood purfue. 
Take, then, thy fate.'* With goring wound 
At once he -lifts him from the ground : 
Aloft the fprawltng hero flies, 
Mangled he faU$| ha hovfh, and dies. 
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FABLE X. 

THE ELEPHAKT AND THE B00KSBL13R, 

npHE man who with undaunted toils 
"*" Sails unknown feas to unknown foils,,* 
With various wonders feafts his fight : 
What Granger wonders does he write ! 
We read, and in defcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew j 
For, when we rifk no contradi6^ion. 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fi£lion. 
Thofe things that (lartle me or you 
I grant are ftrange j yet may be true. 
Who doubts that Elephants are found 
For fcience and for fenfc renown'd ? 
Borri records their ftrength of parts^ 
Extent of thought, and fkill in arts ; 
How they perform the law's decrees. 
And fave the ftate the hangman's fees ; 
And how by travel underftand 
The language of anotlier land. 
Let thofe, who queftion this report^ 
To Pliny's ancient page refort. 
How learn'd was that fagacious breed ! 
Who now (like them) the Greek can read? 

As one of thefe, in days of yore, 
Rummag'd a fhop of learning o*er» 
Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding* 

J 
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The BookfcUcr,'who heard him fpeak. 
And faw him turn a page of Greek, 
Thought, what a genius have I fouhd'! 
Then thus acMrefe'd with bow profound : «• 

-•« Learn'd Sir, if you *d employ your pen 
Againft the fcnfclefs fons of men, 
-Or write the hiftory of Siam; 
.No man is better pay than I ana. 
Or, fmcc yott 'reloam'd in Greek, let's fee i^ 
-Something againft the Trinity.*? 

When wrinkling with a fncer his trunk, 
" Friend, quoth the Elephant, you *ie< drunk : 
E*en*keep your money, and' be wife j 
•Leave man on tnan to criticife : 79 

For that you ne'er can want a pen 
Among the- fenfelefs' fons of men. 
They unprovoked will court the fray; 
.Envy *s a Sharper fpur than pay. 
, No author ever fpar'd a brother; 7^ 

Wits are gamecocks to one anotlier." 

F ABLE 1XL 

THE PEACOCK, THE TURKEY, AND THE COOSl. 

IN beauty faults cooipicttous.grows 
The fmalleft fpeck.is.feen on>fnow. 
As near a bam, by hunger led, 
A Peacock with the poultry fed, 
All viewM him. with.an envious. ey«^ 5 

And mock'd hid gaudy pageantry* 
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He, confcious of fuperior meric. 

Contemns thfiir bafc reviling fpirit; 

His.flat€ and dignity affumes, 

.And xp the fun difplays his plumes, i^ 

'Wliich^ like the Heavens' o'er-arching ikies, 

Are fpangled ^with a thoufand eyes. 

The circling rays, and varied light. 

At once confound their 'dazzled fight; 

On every tongue detraction bums, 15 

And malice prompts their fpleen by turns. 

'' Mark with what infolence and pride 
The creature takes his haughty ftridc. 
The Turkey cries. Can fplccn contain'? 
Sure never bud was half fo vain ! !• 

But, were intrinfic merit feen. 
We Turkeys have the whiter ikin.** 

From tongue to tongue they caught abufe ; 
And next was heard the hilfing Goofe : 
-** What hideous legs I what filtliy claws I 25 

I fcorn to cenfure little flaws. 
Then what a horrid fqualling throat f 
Ev'n owls arc frighted at the note." 

" True. Thofe are faults, the Peacock cries ; 
My fcrcam, myflianks, you may dcfpifej 3* 

But fuch blind critics rail in vain. 
What ! overlook my radiant train 1 
Know, did my legs (your {com and fport) 
The Turkey or the Goofe fupport, 
And did ye fcream with liariher found, 35 

Thofe faults in you had oc'er beca found : 
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To all apparent beauties blindy 
Each blemifh flrikes an envious mind. 

Tfius in alTemblies have I fccn 
A nymph of brigibceil charms and nviea 
Wake envy in each ugly face, 
And buzzfng fcandal fills the place. 

FABLE XII. 

CUPID, HYMEN, AND PLUTUS. 

A S Cupid in Cythera*s grove 
^ ^ Em ploy *d the leflfcr powers of Lo?Cy 
Some fliapc the bow, or fit the firing, 
Some give the taper fhaft its wing, 
Or turn the polifli'd quiver's mould, 
Or hcarl the darts with tempered gold. 
Amidft their toil and various care, 
Thuc Hymen, with a'Juming air, 
Addrefs'd the God : « Thou purblind chit. 
Of auk ward and ill-judging wit, 
It marches arc not better made. 
At once I mufl forfwcar my trade. 
You fend mc fuch ill coupled folks. 
That 'tis a fhame to fell them yokes. 
They fqu.ib!)lc for a pin, a feather. 
And won tier how they came together. 
The hufband \ fullen, dogged, fiiy, 
The wife grows flippant in reply : 
Uc loves command and due rcfl:ri6lioti; 
And (he as well likes contradiction ; 
' Vol. n. K 
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She never flavifhly fubmics ; 
She '11 have her will, or hare her fits. 
He this way tugs, ikt th' other draws ;' 
The man grows jealous, and with caufc 
>7otliing can fave him but divorce ; 
And here the wife complies of courfe.** 

*' When, fays the boy, had I to do 
"With either your affairs or you ? 
1 never idly fpcnd my darts ; 
You trade in mercenary hearts. 
For fettlcmctits the lawyer's fce'd; 
Ts my hand witnefs to the deed ? 
J{ they like cat and dog agree. 
Go rail at Plutus, not at me." 
« * Plutus appeared) and f^d, ** 'Tis troe» 
In marriage^ gold is aU their view ; 
They feek liQt beauty, wit, or fenfe. 
And love is feldofti the pretence. 
All ofl^r incenfe at n»y flirine. 
And I alone the bargain: iign. 
How can Belinda blame her fste> 
She only aflt'd a great eftate. 
Doris was rich enough, 'tis true ; 
Her lord muft give her title too : 
And every man, or rich or poor, 
A fortune afl^s, and aik« no more." 

Avarice, w^tcver ihape it bears. 
Mud ftill be coupled wil^iu t^tt^ 
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FABLE xnr. 

THt TAME STAG. 

AS a young Stsg the thicket pill. 
The branches held his antlers ftft. 
A clowoy who faw the capdve hung^ 
Acrofs the horns his halter flung. 

Now fafiriy hamper'd in the cocd^ 
He bore the prefenrto his lord. 
His lord was pfeas'd ; as was the clown. 
When he was trpp'd with half-a-&roWQ« 
The Stag was brought before his wife^ 
Th« tender lady begg*d his life. 
■How ileek 's the fkin I how fpeck'd like ei 
Sure never creature was fo charming 1 

At Hrft within the yard confin'd. 
He flies and hides from all nntankind ; 
Now bolder grown, . with fixM amaze. 
And didant awe, prefumes to gaze; 
Munches the linen on the lines. 
And dn a hood or apron dines : 
He fteals my little mader's bread, 
follows the fcrvants to be fed : 
Nearer and nearer now he (lands. 
To feel the praife of patting hands ; 
Examines every fiil for meat. 
And, though reffuls'd, difdains retreat^ 
Attacks again with levd'd herns, 
An^ man, that was his terror, fcorai. 
Eft 
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Such is the country maiden's fright, 

When firft a Redcoat is in fight ; 

Behind the door flic hides tier face, 
^ Next time at di.flauj««! eyes the lace : 3* 

She now t:8in all his terrors ftand, 

Nor from his fqueeze withdraws her hdaa£L. ,. 

She plays fatniltar in his arms, 

And every faidier hath his charms. 

Trom te»>t to tent (h€ fpreads her flame 5 55 

• For cuftom conquers fear and fijame. 

* FABLE XIV, 

THE MOVfCET WHO HAD SEEN THE WCRLO. 

MON.KEV, to reform the times, 
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Refolv'd to viCt foreign climes ; 
For men in diftant regions roam. 
To bring politer manners home. 
So forth he fares, all toil defies : 5 

Tilisfortune ferves to make us wife. 

At kngth the treacherous fnare was laid; 
Poor Pug was caoght; to Town conveyM j 
There fold. (How envy'd was his doom, 
MaJe captive irf a lady's room f) lo 

Proud, as a lower, of his chains. 
He day by day her favour gains. 
Whene'er the duty of the day 
The toilette calls, \^ith mimic play 
He twirls her knots, be cracks her fan, 15 

Like any other gentleman. 
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In vifits too, his parts aiidwit, • ^ 

When jefts grew dull, Were fure to hit. 

Proud with appTauTe, he thoilght his mind 
•In every courtly art- refin'd' J '20 

Like Orpheus, burnt with public z^aV, 

To civilize th^ Monkey-weal j 

So watch'd occafion', "broke his diain,. . 

And fought his natHre Wo^s 4gain. " '•• 

i ' The hairy f^lvans rourid^hitn pK:f«> ' 15 

Aftonifti'd at his ftmt and d^fcCe* 

Some praife his deeve, and others glote . 

Upon his rich embroid^'d coat, 

His dapper perriwig commending^ 

With the bkck tail behind depending; 30- 

His powdier'd back, above, btlowi 

Like hoary frofts, or fleecy fnow j: - ' ".' 

But all, with envy and defire, 

His fluttering ihouIder-kiKK admire;. 
Hear and improve, he pertly cries? * jj; 

I come to make a natioq wife- •» 

Weigh your own worth ; fuppoit your place, 

The next in rank, to luim«n<raee.. 

In cities long I pafs*d my days, 

GbnverVd with men, and team'd their ways. • 47 

Their drtfs, their courtly mapncrs £-e j v 

Reform your iUte, and copy me.. 

Seek ye to thrive ? In flattery deal ; 

Your fcom, your hate, with. that conceal. 

Seem only to regard your friends, 45: 

vBur u£e them for. your, private ends. 

E 3. Stint: 



Stint not to truth the How pf wit ^ 
Be prompt to lie wbeoe'<^ 'tis 6u 
Bend ^U y/fw force to fpi^tter mtuf. % 
Scandal is conyerfatiQa'& fpirit. - m^ 

Boldly to cyeiy thing pre^]^ 
.And men your talenuj(h9U(Wiau|Qen4* .. 
2 knew the ||[re«t. Obfi^rve me >jght; 
So ihall you grow* lik^ W^H^ polite. 

He fpokp, and bow'd. With muttexMKg jayrs 5$. 
The wondering circle ptiHi!4 tipplaufe. 

Now, warm'd with mfiU^» envy, fpit#^ 
Their moft obliging frioiid^ they bi^e i 
And, fond to copy huronn ways, 
• Praflife npw mifchiefs aU their d^ys. (• 

Thus the d|iU lad, boo taH i^ fchool» 
With travel finiihes the fcH^lf 
Studious of every coxcomb's air9> 
He drinks, games, dre(&s» whoi^es^ j^ndArearfj 
Oarlocks with fcorn all virtuous artSj^ 65 

Tor vi<^e is fitted to his pant. 

F A B L E X V. 

TKB P1IlI.0S0Pi«Ea AND THB PHEASAKT$^. 

^Tp H E Sage, awak'd at early day, 
•^ Through the deep foreft took his way %, 
" Drawn by the mufic of the groves, 
Aloijg the winding gloom he roves : 
From tree to tr*e the warbling throats f 

Prolong the fwcct alternate nousf 

But, 
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But,, where he pad, he terfor threw^ 
The fong broke (hort, the warblers flew|. 
The thruihes chatter'd with affright^ 
Afkd nightingales abhorred his fight ^ 
All animals before him ran, 
To (hun the hateful fight of man. 

Whence is this dread of every €reatuV9 f 
Fly they our %ure, i»r our nature t 

As thus he walkM in mudng thou^it^ 
His ear itnperfe^: accencs caught ; 
WitK cautious ftep he nearer drew. 
By the thick ihade coaceal'd from vicvK^ 
High on the branch a pheafant flood. 
Around her all her liftcning brood j 
Proud, of the bleffings o£ her nefl,. 
She thus a mother's case exprefs'd. 

** No dangers here fliall ciFcumvenr>, 
Within tlic woods enjoy content* 
Sooner the hawk or. vulture trufb 
Than man, of animals the worfL 
In him ingratitude you find» 
A vice peculiar to the kind. 
The fheep, whofe annual fleece is dy'cl 
To guard his health, and ferve his pride^L 
Forc'd from, his fold and native plain,. 
Is in the cruel fhan^bles flain. 
The fwarms wlu>, with ioduflnous fkill,. 
His hives with wax and honey fill, 
It) vain whole fummer-days employed, 
Their ftores are fold, the race deflroy'd. 
£4 



What tribute frotiv Ae geofe- M-paWif- i •' 

pocs hot her wing all (lient^ akl9 ■ • 

Docs it not lovers* hearts' cxphln, 

And drudge to raife the merchant's gain *♦ " * 4* 

What now rewards -this general ufe ? 

He takes the <(uiHs, and oats the goofe» 

Man then avoid, dtteft his ways. 

So fafety ihall protoflg your days. 

Wheiv^^ices are thusiicqultttfd, 45 

Be fare we Pbeaiaau cnuii be (pitted^" 

FABLE ivi. ' ' '; 

THE FIN ANI> THU NBEDLB. 

AP I N who^ long had ferv'd a beauty^ 
Proficient in riie toi4ette*s duty, 
Had forioM her fleeve, confin'd -her hair, 
Or given her knot a fmarter »ir, 
Now neareft to her heait was plac'd, r 

Now in her maoteau-'s tail difgrac'dt- 
But could fhe partial Fc^-une -blame^ • .1 

Wlio i"aw her lovers ferv'd the ftme > ''- 

At length from all her honours Ci(b, 
Throwgh various turns of life (he paft; ' im 

Now gliticr'd oD a taylor's. arm, 
Now kept a hegga»'s infant warm ; . . 

Now, rftng'd within a. mifer's coat. 
Contributes to liis yearly groat ; 
Now, rais'd again from low approach^ ' 1$ 

Sh^ wii'iZi in the dolor's c^ach: 

Hcre» 
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Here, there, by various fortune tof^ . 
At laft in Grcihanv-haU was loft. , 

Charm'd with the wonders of the fhow. 
On every fide, above, below. 
She now of this or that inquires, 
Wiiit leaft was ufiderftood admires. 
Tis plain, each thing fo fbruck her mind, . 
Her head 's of virtuofo kmd. * 

*' And pray what 's this, and tliis, dear Siri 
" A Needle,*' fays th* interpreter. 
She knew the name ; and thus the fool 
Addrefs*d her as a tailor's tool. 

« A Needle with that filthy ftone,. 
Quite idle, aH with ruft overgrown ! 
You better might employ your pans» 
And aid the fcmpdrefs in her arts ; 
But tell me how tl\e friendlbip grew 
Between that paltry flint and you/' 

•* Friend, fays the Needle, ceafc to blame 
I follow real wonh and fame. 
Know'fl thou tTie loadflonc's power and art^ 
That virtue virtues can impan ? 
Of all Ills talents I panakc : 
Who then can fuch a friend forfake ? 
'Tis I dircft tlie pilot's hand 
To Ihun the rocks and treacherous fand :: 
By me die diflant world is known. 
And either India is our own. 
Had I with milliners been bred. 
What had I been ? the guide of durad;. 



And drudg'4 as vulgar Keedtes &>» ' 
Of no more coiil«qtieMce tlitti you*** 

• FAiBI;.E XVll. . 

THE SH&PJIBRlB/S OOG AJIO.r4ltlllfOiil^^ 

A WOLF, with hunger fierce knd bold, 
•^*- R^vagM Uie plains, and thinnU the fpld i 
Peep in th^ wood fccure he lay, . . 

The thefts of jiight regal *d the day*. 
In vain the (hepherd*s wakeful care. ^ 

Had fpread the toilsj and watch'd the Ihar^jk 
In vain the Dog purfued his pace, 

* The fleeter robber mock'd the chacc. 

As Lightfoot rang'd the foreft round^ 
By chance his foe's retreat he found. fr» 

Let us a while the war fufpend, 
And reafon as from friend to friend. 

** A truce ?*• replies the Wolf. "Tk done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun. 

** How can that ftrong intrepid naind i^ 

Attack a weak defenceWfs kind ? 
Thofe jaws flioukl prey on nobler foo4> 
And drink the boar's and lion's bloods. 
Great fguls with generous pity melt,» 
Which coward tyrants never felt. 29. 

How hartnlefs is our fleecy care ! 
Be brave, and let thy mercy fpare." 

•* Friend, fays the Wolf, the matter weigh | 
Nature dcfign'd' us. bcafts of preyi^ 

Aa 




^% bofom hum 
foliim repeat t{K 

*» "pen foe ra^- , 
■ AMD B' 



b GAY'S POEIJIS. 

• =He hit complexiotr, feature, aiipj 

So juft, the life itfelf was there. 
No flattery with his colours laid. 
To bloom reftor*d the faded maid'; 
He gave each mufcle all its (!rength; 

* fXhe mouth, the chin, the nofe's lengtK ;- 
His honcft- pencil touch'd with truth. 
And mark'd the date of age and youth. 

He lofl his friends, his pra£lice faiVd r 
Truth ihould not always be reveahd*: 
In dufly piles his pi£^ures lay. 
For no one fent the fecond pay. 
Two buftos, fraught with every grace^ 
A Venus* and. Apollo*^ face^ 
He plac'd in view ; rcfolv'd to plcafe. 
Whoever fat he drew from thefe. 
From thefe correfted every feature^ 
And fpirited each auk ward creature. 
All things were fet ; the hour was comci 
His palette ready o'er his thun^« 
My Lord appear.'d } and, fcated right,. 
In proper attitude and light. 
The Painter look*d, he ikctch'd the piece^ 
Then dipt his pencil^ talk'd of Greece,. 
Of Titian's tints, of Guido's air ; 
Thofc eyes, my Lord, the fpirit there 
Miglit well a Raphael's hand require. 
To give them all the native fire j 
The features, fraught with ienfe and wit^. 
Yott 'il grant, arc very hard coliit j 
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^< Why fo fcvcre ? the Cub repHes i 
'Our fcnatc alwsyi held nic wifo." 

** How weak is pride 4 returm the fire t 
All fools are vain when fools admire ! 
But know, what ftopid a(Tes prite, 
I^ions and noble 1>eafts defpife.** 

FABLE XX. 

THE OLD HEN AND TBE COCK. 

11 E STRAIN your child; you 11 foon b 
*^ The text which fays we fprung from £ 

As an old Hen led forth her train, 
And feem'd to peck to ihow the grain, 
She rak'd the chaff*, (he fcratch*d the ground 
And glean'd the fpadous yard around. 
A gfddy chick, to try her wings. 
On the well's narrow margin fprings. 
And prone ihe drops. Tlie mother's bieaft 
All day with forrow was pofled. 

A Cock (he met; her Ton (he knew; 
And in her heart afFe£tion grew, 

*< My Son, fa)'s (he, I grant your yean 
Have reach'd btyond a mother*^ care», 
I fee you vigorous, flrong, and bold s 
I hear with joy your triumphs told. 
'Tis not from Cocks thy fate 1 dxtad'i 
»But let thy ever-wary tread 
Avoid yon' well ; that fatal place 
Is fure pordition lo our race. 
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Print this my couofel on thy bread ; 
To the juft gods I leave the rclL** 

He think 'd her care ; yet day by -6^ 
His bcfom bum'd to difobey» 
And every time the well he faw, 
Scorn'd in his heart the foolifli law : 
Near and more near each day he drew. 
And longM to try the dangerous view. 

** Why was this idle charge ? he cries ; 
Let courage female fears dcfpifc. 
Or did fhe doubt my heart was Urave, . 
And therefore this injunction gave :• 
Or does her harveft (lore the place 
A treafure for her younger race } 
And .would flic thus my fcarch prevent ? 
1 (land refolv'd, and dare rh' event." 

Thus faid, he mounts the margin's rgu 
And pries into the depth profound. 
He ftretch'd'his neck ; and from below 
With "ftretching neck advanced a foe : 
With wrath his ruffled plumes he rears. 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears : 
Threat anfwer'd threat; his fury grew; 
Headlohg to meet tlie war he flew ; 
But, when the watery death he found, 
- He thus laiftented as he drown'd : 

<* I ne'er had been in this condition, 
Eut for my Mother's prohibition,"' 
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FABLE XXL 

THE RAT-CATCHSR AND CATS. 

nn H E rits by night fuch mifchicf did, 
-■" Betty was every morning chid : 
They underminM whole fides of bacon, 
Her cheefe was fapp'd, her tares were taken | 
Her pafties, fenc'd with thickeft paflc. 
Were all demolifli'd and laid waftc : 
She curs'd the Cat, for want of duty, 
Who left her foes a conftant booty. 

An engineer, of noted Ikill, 
Engag'd to flop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now furvcys 
Their haunts, their works, their fccret wayi i 
Finds where they *fcape an ambufcade, 
And whence the nightly fally 's made. 

An envious Cat from place to place, 
Unfeen, attends b.is filcnt pace : 
She faw that, if his trade went on. 
The purring race muft be undone ; 
So fccretly removes his baits. 
And every ftratagem defeats. 

Again he fets the poifon'd toils ; 
And Puts again the labour foils. 

*' What foe (to fruftrate my defigns) 
My fchemes thus nightly countermines ? 
Incensed, he cries, this very hour 
The wretch fhall bleed beneath my power." 

Vol. 1L f ' 
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So faid, a ponderous trap he brot!ght« 
And in the h6i poor Pufs was caught. 

** Smuggler, fays he, thou fhah be mid 
A viftim to our lofs of trade." 

The captive Cat, with piteous mewi. 
For pardon, life, and freedom fues. 
" A fifter of the fcience fparc ; 
One intereft is our common care.*' 

" What infolence ! the Man reply *d 5 
ShiU Cats with us the game divide ? 
Were all your interloping hand 
Extinguilh'd, or expell'd the land. 
We Rat-catchers might raife our fees. 
Sole guardians of a nation's chcefc !** 

A Cat, who faw the lifted knife. 
Thus fpoke, and fav'd her fiftcr's life. 

** In every age and clime, we fee. 
Two of a trade can ne'er agree. 
Each hates his neighbour for encroaching 
'Squire ftigmatizcs 'fquire for poaching j 
Beauties with bijauties are in arms. 
And fcandal peks each other's charms ; 
Kin2:s, too, their neighbour-kings dcthroi 
In hope to make the world their own : 
But let us limit our defires, 
Not war like beauties,, kings, and 'fquircs 
For, riiough we both one prey purfue. 
Tin re *s game enough for us and you.** 
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FABLE XXIL 

THE GOAT WITHOUT A BEARD^ 

5'T^IS certain that the modilh pafTions 

""" Defcend among the crowd like falhionik 
Excufe roe, then, if pride, conceit, 
(The manners of the fair and great) 
I give to monkeys, afles, do8;s, 
Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and hogs. 
I fay that thefe are proud : what then ? 
I never faid they equal men. 

A Goat (as vain as Goat can be) 
AfFefted fingularity : 
Whene'er a thymy bank he found. 
He roll*d upon the fragrant ground, 
And then with fond attention flood, 
Fix'd o'er his injage in the flood. 

" I hate my frowzy beard, he cries, 
My youth is loft in this difguife. 
Did not the females know my vigour. 
Well might they loath this reverend figure.** 

RefoTvM to fmooth his fliaggv faccj 
He fought the barber of the place. 
A flippant monkey, fpiuce and fmart, 
Hard- by, profeft'd the dapper art ; 
His pole with pewter-bafons hung, 
l^ack rotten teeth in order ilrung, 

F 2 R 
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Rang'd cupSy that in the window ftood» 25 

Ltn'd with red rags, to look like blood ; 

Did well his threefold trade explain » 

Who fliav'd, ^itw ticcth, and brearh'<l a vein. 

The Goat he welcomes with an air, 
And feats him in his wooden chair : 39 

Mouth, nofe, and cheek, the lather hides ; 
Light, fmopth, and fwift, the razor glides* 

" I hope your cuftom. Sir, fays Pug. 
Sure never face was half fo fhiug I** 

The Goat, impatient for applaufe, jg 

Swift to the neighbouring hill withdraws. 
The (baggy people grinn'd, and ftar*d. 
•< Heigh-day ! what's here ? without a beard I 
Say, Brother, whence the dire difgrace } 
What envious hand hath rohb'd your face ?'* ^ 
When thus the fop, with fmilcs of fcorn, 
** Are beards by civil nations worn ? 
Ev'n Mufcovites have mow'd their ehiAfl. 
Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 
Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 45 

And bear about the hairy load } 
Whene'er we through the village flray. 
Are we not mock'd along the way, 
Infulted with loud fhouts of fcorh. 
By hoys our beards difgrac'd and torn ?" 59 

" Were you no more with Goats to dwell. 
Brother, I grant you reafon well," 
Replies a bearded -chief. ** 'BcCide, 
If boys can mortify thy pride, 

Hov7 
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How wt!t thofi (l^nd the ridicule 55 

Of our whole flock ? Alfcaed fiiol !" 

Coxcombs, dittinguHfliM from d^e xeft^ 
To all but coxcomb^ are a jt(l. 



FABLE XXni. 

THE OLD WOMAN AND |lf | CAT9- 

TTTHO frieiidijjip with a knave l^ath made^ 
^^ Is judgM a partner in the trade. 
The matroh, who conduits abroad 
A willing nymph, is thought a bawd 1 
And, if a moJclt girl i« feen 5 

With one wl»o cures a lover's fpleeii) 
We gucfs her not extremely nicc^ 
And only wiih to know her price, 
'Tis thus that on the choice of friends 
Our good'or evil name depends. 10 

A wrinkled hag, of wicked famei 
Beiide a little fmoaky flame 
Sate hovering, pinch'd with a:ge and "frdfti 
Her flirivel'd hands, with veins embofs'd, 
Upon her knees her weight fuftains, • ij 

While palfy (hook her crazy brains : 
She mumbles forth her backward prayery. 
An untam'd (cold of fourfcore years. 
About her fwarm'd a numerous brood 
Of Cats, who, lank with hunger, mew'd, lOt 

F 3 Tete'd 
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Tcaz'd with their cries, her choler grew> 
And thus (he fputter'd. " Hence, yc crew I 
Fool that I was, to entertain 
Such imps, fuch fiends, a helliih train ! 
Had ye been never housM and nurs*d, 
I for a Y/\tch had ne'er been curs*d. 
To you I owe that crowds of boys 
Worry mc with eternal noife ; 
Straws laid acrofs my pace retard, 
The horfclhoc 's nail'd (each thiclhold's guard} 
The ftunted broom the wenches hide. 
For fear that I (hould up and ride ; 
They ftick with pins my bleeding feat, 
And bid me fhow my fccret teat." 

" To hear you prate, would vex a faint j 
Who hath moil reafon of complaint ?'' 
Replies a Cat. " Let 's come to proof. 
Had we ne'er ftarv'd beneath your roof. 
We had, lik£ others of our race. 
In credit liv'd as beails of chace. 
'*Tis infiimy to ferve a hag ; 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag; 
And boys againfl our lives combine, 
Bccaufe 'tis faid your Cats have nine.** 
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FABLE XXIV. 

THE BUTTERFLY AND THE SNAIL. 

ALL upftarts, infolcnt in place, 
"^ ^ Remind us of tbeir vulgar race. 

As in the funlhinc of the morn 
A Butterfly (but n^'wly born) 
Sate proudly perkinp; on a rofe, 
With pert conceit his bofom glows ; 
}Tis wings (all glorious to behold) 
Bedropt with azure, jet, and gold. 
Wide he difplays; the fpani;]ed dew 
Rcflcfta his eyes a;id various hue. 

His now- forgotten f.icnd, a Snail, 
Beneath his houfe, with (limy trail, 
Crawls o*er the grafs ; whom when ho fpicSj 
In wrath he Co the gardener cries : 

** What means yon' pcafant's daily toil, 
From choaking weeds to rid the foil ? 
Why wake you to th^ morning's care ? 
V/hy with new arts corrcft the year ? 
Why grows the peach with crimfon hue ? 
And why the plumb's inviiing blue ? 
Were they to feaft his tafte defign'd. 
That vermin of voracious kind ? 
Crufli then the flow, the pilfering race, 
So purge thy jjardcn from difgracc." 

F 4 « 
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<< What arrogance I the Snail reply 'd ; tg 

How infolent is upftart pride 1 

Hadft thou not cbut, with infult^auiy 
V Provok'd my patience to complain, 

1 had conceat'd thy meaner birth, 
' Nor trac'd thee to the fpum of earth : 30 

For fcarcc nine funs have wak'd the hour^ 

To fwell the fruit, s^nd paint the floweis. 

Since I thy humbler 1 fe furvcy'd^ 

In bafe, in fordid guife array*d ; 

A hideous infe£t, vile^ unclesui, 3^ 

You dragg*d a (low and noifome train % 

And from your (pider-bowels drew 

Foul film, aud fpun tKe dirty clue. 

J own my humble life, good friend ; 

Sn^l was I bom, ^nd Snail (h^U encU 40 

And what *s a Butterfly ? at beft 

He 's but a caterpillar dreft ; 

And alt thy race (a numerous feed) 

Shall prove of oatprpillar bceed." 

FABLE XXV. 

TUB SCOLD ANP TILB PAHROT. 

^TPHE hufband thus reproy'd his wife : 
•*" « Who de^s in flaudcr, lives in ftrife. 
Art thou the herald of difgrace, 
Denouncihg war to all thy race } 
Cw nothbg quell thy thunder's rage, 5 

. Which fpares nor friend, nor fex, nor age ? 

That 
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That vixen ton^^ of ypvr's# my IkVf 

Alarms our n^i^ht^vrs far ajid ne^. 

Good Qods i 'ti$ like a rollii^g rivert 

That ipuriQuripg ftow$, and flows for ever I st 

Ne'er tird, perpetual difcord fQwingI 

Like Fame it gather^ ftrcnph hy gpip j.." 

** Heigh-day !" the flippant tongue replies, 
'< How fokmn is the fool ! how wife I 
Is Nature's cbc^cdl gift ilebarr'd } 15 

Nay, frown not ; for I will be heard. 
Wotnen of late are finely ridden, 
A Parrot's privilege fprbidden I 
You praife his talk, his fqu^liog fone } 
But wives are always in the wrong." ^a 

Now reputations flew in pieces 
Of mothers, daughters, aunts, and nieces : 
She ran the Parrot's language o'er. 
Bawd, hufly, drunkard, ilattem, whore) 
On all the fex ibe vents her fury, ,25 

Tries and condenins without a jury^ 

At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm 'd cat, monkey, dog^, and birds : 
All join their forces to cqnfound h^r, 
Pufs fpitK, the mon)cey chatters roui^d her ; 30 
The yelping cur her heels aflaults j 
The magpie blabs out all her faults ; 
Poll, in the uurov* from his cage. 
With this rebuke outfcream'd her ragie. 

** A Parrot is for talking priz'd| 35 

But prattling women are defpiu'd, 

7 She 
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She who attacks another's honour, , 

Draws every living thing upon her. 

Think, Madam, when you ftretch your lungs. 

That all your neighbours too have tongues : 4^ 

One (lander mud ten thoufand get; 

The world with intercft pays the debt. 



FABLE XXVI. 

THE CUR AND THE MASTIFF. 

A SNEAKING Cur, the maftcr':, fpy, 
Rewarded for his daily lye, 
AVith fecret jealoufies and fears 
Set all together by the ears. 
Poor Pufs to-day was in difgrace, 5 

Another Cat fupply'd her place; 
The Hound was beat, the MaftilFchid, 
The Monkey was the room forbid; 
Each to his deareft friend grew fliy. 
And none could tell the reafon why. i» 

A plan to rob the houfe was laid : 
The thief with love feduc'd the maid, 
CajoFd the Cur, and ftroak'd his head. 
And bought his fecrecy wiih bread ; 
He next the MaftifF's honour try*d, 15 

Whofc honeft jaws the bribe defy'dt 
He (Vrctch'd his hand to prolFer morei 
The furly Dog bis fingers tore. 

• Swift 
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Swift ran the Cur ; with indignation 
The Mafler took his information. 29 

•* Hang him, the villain 's curs'd," he cries ; 
And round his neck the halter ties. 

The Dog his humble fuit preferred. 
And begg'd in juflice to be heard. 
The Mailer fate. On either hand 2^ 

The cited Dogs confronting fbmd j 
The Cur the bloody talc relates. 
And, like a Lawyer, aggravates. 

** Judge not unheard, tlie Mafliff cry*d. 
But weigh the caufe of cither fide. 39 

Think not that treachery can be juft ; 
Take not informers' words on truft j 
They ope their hand to every pay. 
And you and me by turns betray." 

He fpoke; and all tlie truth appeared : 35 

The Cur was hang'd, the Maftilf clear'd. 



FABLE XXVIL 

THE SICK MAN AND THE ANGEL. 

" TS there no hope?" the fick man faid. 

-^ The filcnt Do6lor (hook his head, 
And took his leave with figns of forrow, 
Defpairing of his fee to-morrow. 

When thus the Man, with gafping breath j 5 
** I feel the chilling wound of Dead). 

Since 
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Since I muft bid the wprld adieu. 
Let me my former life revicv^r. 
I grant my ba/gf^ns well were made, 
But all men ove^-reach in tr^de ; lo 

•Tis felf-defence in each profeJTJon ; 
Sure felf defence is po .traDf^reilion, 
The little por]don in ipy b^ds. 
By good fecurjcy on lands 

Is well increased. If, unawares, 15 

My juitice to myfelf and heirs 
Hath Ipt my debtojr rqt in jail, 
For want of good fufficie^t bail ; 
If I, by writ, or bond, or deed, 
« Reduced a family to n^ed ; 10 

My will hath made the world amends } 
My hope on charity depends. 
When I am number'd with the dead, 
And all my pious gifts are read. 
By heaven and eartli 'twill th«n be known 45 

My charities were amply ihown/' 

An Angel came, •« Ahl Friend ! he cry'd. 
Ko more iij f^jfnng l\B|pe- confide. 
Can thy good deeds in former times 
Outweigh the balance of thy crimes > )• 

What m^fijff pr what orphan prays 
To crow^ thy li^ with lei)gth 0/ days ? 
A.piou$ ^ftiop 's in ti^y pgwcr, 
Embrace with jpy the happy hour. 
NpvK, whjjc you dr>sy the vital air, 35 

PrQve your int^tjon i> (incere : 

.This 
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This iDftaDt give a hundrecl p6uh<I ; 
Your neighboi)irs want, and you alMuEdl** 

" But why fuch hafte, the fick Man whin'es ) 
Who knows as yet what Heaven detigtis ? 40 

Perhaps I may recover ftill. 
That fund and lAorc are in ihy will.* 

** Fool, fays the Vifion, now *tis plain 
Your life, your foul, your Heaven, Was gUtii, 
From every fide, \wTth all your migh't, 45 

You fcrapM, and fcrap'd lieyond y'oCir ri^t { 
And after death w6ulA fain atone. 
By giving what is not your own.'* 

" While there is life, there *6 ^dpe, h^ "cry'd j 
Then why fuch hafte i*" fo gro^M, anU 'dy'd. 5* 



FABLE XXVIIL 

THE PBRSfAN, THi 3uK[, AMD YHl tftOtriS. 

TS there a hard whom geiitcrs fim^ 

* Whofe'etery thought the 'Oodiiii]^hK4f 

When Envy read6 the ndrvout lines^ 

She frets, (he rail'tf, flreravts, fte ptriest 

Htr hiffing ftok^^ Whh v^nom fwell ) * 5 

She calls her vtmil rfaiii frotft hell : 

The fervile fiends htt liod c^y« 

And all CurU's atithofs ate tft pay. 

Fame calls up Calumny and Spite: 

Thus ihadow owe& its hirch to light. 10 
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As, proftratc to the God of Day, 
"With .heart clevout, a Peril an lay. 
His invocation thus begun : 

** Parent of Light ! all-feeing Sun ! 
Prolific beam, whofe rays difpenfe 15 

The various gifts of Providence, 
Accept our praife, our daily prayer; 
Smile on our fields, and bkfs the year." 

A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongue, 
The day with fudden darknefs hung 5 2« 

With pride and envy fwell'd, aloud 
A voice thus fhunder*d from the Cloud, 

" Weak is this gaudy god of thine, 
4 Whom I at will forbid to fliine. 

Shall I nor vows nor incenfc know ? ' 15 

Where praife is due, the praife beftow." 

With fervent zeal the Perfian mov'd, 
Thus the -proud Calumny reprov'd, 
" It was that God who claims my prayer 
Who gave thee birth, and rais'd thee there ; 30 
When o'er his beams the veil is thrown, 
Th^ ftibftance is but plainer iliown : 
A pafling gale, a puff of wind, 
Difpels thy thickcft troops combin'd.** 
r; The gale arofc ; the vapour toft 35 

(The fport of winds) in air was loft ; 
ThQ glorious orb the day refines. 
Thus envy breaks, thus merit il^oes. 
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^'^. FABLE XXIX. 

TM£ FOX AT THE POINT OF DEATIT. 

A FOX, in life's cxtrctnc decay, 
■* ^ Weak, fick, and faint, expiring lay : 
All appetite had left his maiv. 
And age difarm'd his mumbling jaw. 
His numerous race around him {land, | 

To learn their dying fire's command : 
He rais'd his head with whining moai. 
And thus was heard the feeble tone. 

" Ah ! Sons ! from evil ways depart j 
My crimes lie heavy on my heart. , i# 

See, fee, the murdcrM Geefe appear ! 
Why are thofe bleeding Turkeys there ? 
Why all around this cackling train, 
Who haunt my cars for chicken flain?" 

The hungry Foxes round them ilar'd, 15 

And for the promis'd feaft prepar/d. 

" Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ? 
Nor Turkey, Goofe, nor Hen, is here. 
Thefe are the phantoms of your brain ; 
And your 'fons lick their lips in vain." &• 

** O Gluttons! fays the drooping Sire, 
Reftrain inordinate defire. 
Your liquoriih tafte you (hall deplore. 
When peace of confcience is no more. 

I Does 
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Docs not the hound betray our pace, 15 

And gins and guns dcftroy our race ? 
Thieves dread the featthibg eye of power j 
And never feel the quiet hour. 
0\i age (which few of us Diall know) 
Now puts a period to ray woe. " 30 

• Would yoU true haftpimsfs attain. 
Let honcfty your pailions rein ; 
So live in credit and efteem^ 

And the good name you loft redeem." 
«« The counfel ** good, a Fox replies, .35 

Could we perform what you advife. 

Think what our an^ors tiawe done; 

A line of thieves from fon to fon. 
• To us defcends the long difgrace^ 

And infamy hath mark'd our race. 4» 

Though wb, like harmlefs iheep, Ihould feed, 

Honeft in thought, in wordv and dcedv 

Whatever hftn-rooft is dtcreas'd. 

We (ball be thought to (hare the feaft» 

The change (hall never be bclicv'd. ' 45 

A loft good name is ne^r retrieved.** 
" Nay, then, replies tlie feeble Fox, 

(But, hatkl I hear a hen that clucks) 

Go; but be moderate in your food i 

A chicken, too, mi^it do me good," 5# 
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FABLE XXX. 

THE SBTTIRG-DOC AND THE PAKTRI0GJ!* 

Op HE ranging Dog ike ftubble tries, 
•*■ And fcarches every breeze that -flics; 
The fcent grows warm ; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and |>oints the covey acur $ - 
The men, in filence, far behind, ^ 

Confcious of game, the net unbind. 

A Partridge, widi experience wife. 
The fraud ful preparation fpies; 
She mocks their toils, alarms her brood. 
The covey fprings, and feeks the wood ; ^^o 

But, ere her certain wing (he tries. 
Thus to the creeping Spaniel cries : 
•* Thou fawning flave to man's deceit^ 
Thou pimp of luxury, fneaking cheat. 
Of thy whole fpecies thou difgrace ; i ^ 

Dogs ihould diibwn tliee of tlieir race ! 
For, if I judge their native parts. 
They 're bora |vith Jaoneft open hearts f 
And, ere theyicrv'4 man*s wicked endSf 
Were generous foes, or real friends." 20 

When thus the Dog, with fcornful fi»ile : 
** Secure of wing; tliou dar'ft revile. 
Clowns are to poliih'd manners bland $ 
How ignorant is the TuO:ic mind 1 

Vol. II. G My 
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My worth fagacious courtiers fee, 15 

And to preferment rife, like me. 

The thriving, pimp, who beauty fets, 

Hath oft* enhanc'd a nation's debts : 

Friend fets his friend, without regard, 

And minifters his fkill reward : 30 

Thus trained by man, I learnt his ways ; 

And growing favour fcafts my days.** <* 

" I might have giiefs'd, the Partridge faid. 
The place where you were train'd and fed j 
Servants are apt, and in a trice 3^^ 

Ape to a hair their mafter's v?ce. 
You came from court, you fay. Adieu !" 
Sho^ faid, and to the covey flew. 



FABLE XXXI. 

THE UNIVERSAL APPARITION. 

A RAKE, by every paflion rul'd, 
X^X With every vice his youth had cooVd j • 
Difeafe his tainted blood affails ; 
His fpirits droop, his vigour fails t 
With fccrct ills at home he pines, 5 

And, like infirm old age, declines. 

,As, twing'd with pain, he penfive fits, 
And raves, and prays, and fwears, by fits, 
A ghaflly Phantom, lean and wan, 
Before him rofe, and thus began : 10 

"My 
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" My name, perhaps, hath reach'd your car; 
Attend, and he advis'd by Care. 
Nor love, nor honour, wealth, nor power. 
Can give the heart a chearful hour. 
When health is loft. Be timely wife : 15 

With health all tafte of pleafure flies." 

Thus faid, the Phantom difappears. 
The wary counfel wak'd his fears. 
He now from all exccfs abftains. 
With phyfic purifies his veins 5 t« 

And, to procure a fober life, 
Refolves to venture on a wife. 

But now again ^he Sprite afcends, 
Where'er he walks, his ear attends, 
Infinuates that beauty *s frail, 45 

That perfeverance muft prevail; 
With jealoufies his brain inflames. 
And whifpers all her lovers' names. 
In other hours (he reprefents 
His houfehold charge, his annual rents, 
Increafing debts, perplexing duns. 
And nothing for his younger fons. 

Straight all his thought to gain lie turns. 
And with the thirft of lucre bums. 
But, when poffefs'd of Fortune's ftorc, 
The'fipefbre haunts him more and more) . 
Sets want and mifcry in view. 
Bold thieves, and all the murdering crew; 
Alarms h^m with eternal frights, 
Infefts his dream, or wakes his nights. 4^ 

G z How 
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How '(hall liC cliace tills hrdeous gueft ? 
Power may perhaps proteA his reft. 
To Pbwcrlie rofe, Agafn the Sprite 
3cfcts him rhoirning, noon, and night i 
Tklks of Ambition's tottering feat, ^^ 

How Envy perfecutes the great, 
Of rival hate, of treacherous friends, 
And what difgrace his fall attends. 

The court he quits, toSy from Care, 
And feclts the "peace of rural air : ^9 

Mis groves, hisfictds, amus'd his hours j 
iHe prun'd his trees, he rais'd his'flowers. 
But Care again his fteps purfues. 
Warns him'©f likfts, of blighting dews. 
Of plundering infers, fnails, and rains, .5:5 

And droughts that flarv'd the labour'd plains. 
Abroad, at home, the Spectre 's tliere j 
■In vain we-feck to fly from Care. 

At length he tlius the Ghoft addrefl : 
'• Since thou mull be my conftant.gueft, 4o 

Be kind, -and follow me no wore j 
»yor Care,. by right, Jhould^o before.'* 

FABLE XXXII. 

T H E 'TW© OWL SAND TM £ St» A R RO%; 

*nn WO formal Dwh together fat, 
*^ Conferring thus in folemn chat. 
" How is the modern tafle decay'd ! 
. -ilVhcrc 's'the rcfpeCt to wifdom,paid:? 

5 Our 



dir worth tKe GreciaA fagcs knew; 5^^ 

They gave our fires the hoDOur due i 
They weighed the dignity of fowls, 
And pry'd into tjhe depth of Owls, 
Athens, the feat of learned fame, 
. "With general voice revered our name ; 10 

On merit title- was C5onferr'd, 
And all ador'd, th* Athenian bird." 

" Brotlier, yoirreafon well, replies 
The folemn nwt^i with half-ffiut eyes* 
Right. Athens was the feat of learning, i'^ 

And truly wifdom is difcerning- 
Beficks, on Pallas'' heh^ wc fir,. 
^Thc type and ornament of wit : 
But now, alas ! we *ne quite ncglefted, 
And a pert Sparrow's naore refpc£ied.** 29 

A Sparrow, who was lodged btfide^ 
CVerhears them fop^i each other's pridei 
And thus h^ nimbly vents his heat i 

*•' Who'inccts 9, fbol muft find cowjeit^. 
I grant you were 9t Athen* grac'd, 23 

And on< Minervi^^$ hi;!^ were plac'd; 
But every bird that wings the ^Yt 
Except an- Owl, ^ai) te^ you why : 
Fronv hence they taugjit their fchqols to know 
How falfe we jud gc by ou t>yard (how s 30 

That we fcould neve^: lopRs efteem, 
Since fools as wife as ypu tpiglit feena. 
WoiaW ye ^cmteropi; and fcorn avoid. 
Let your vain-glory be deft.roy'd i 

G 3 Humble 
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Humble your arrogance of thought, 35 

Purfuc the v^ays by Nature taught : ' 

So Ihall you find delicious fare, 

And grateful farmers praife your care 5 

So Ihall fleck mice your chace reward, 

And no keen cat find more regard." 4« 



FABLE XXXni. 

THE COURTIER AND PROTEUS. 

WHENE'ER a Courtier's out of place. 
The country (belters his difgrace j * 

Where, doom'd to exercife and health, 
His houfe and gardens own his wealth. 
He builds new fchemes, in hope to gain 5 

The plunder 'of another reign 5 
Like Philip's Ton, would fain be doing. 
And fighs for other realms to ruin. 

As one of thefe (without his wand) 
Pcniive along the winding ftrand ^ !• 

Employ'd the folitary hour, 
In proje£ts to regain his power, 
The waves in fpreading circles ran, 
Proteus arofe, and thus began. 

«* Came you from court ? for in your ipien ^ 15 
A felf-important air is fcen." 

H? frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, 
. And how he fell his party's* vi6lim. 

. " Know, 
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« Know, fays tlie God, by matchlcfs ikiU 
, I change to every fhapc at will ; ■ *• 

But yet, I 'in tokl, at court you fee 
Thofc who prcfume to rival mc." 

Thus faid : a Snike, with hideous trail, 
Proteus extends his fcaly mail. 

« Know, fays the Man, ihough proud in place, 
. All Courtiers are of reptile race. 

Like you, they take that dreadful form, 

Bafk in the fun, and fly the ftorm ; 

With malice hifs, with envy glotc. 

And for convenience change their coat j 3© 

With new-got luftre rear their head. 

Though on a dunghill born and bred." 

Sudden the God a Lion Hands ; 
He (hakes his mane, he fpurns the fands. 
Now a fierce Lynx, with fiery glare j 35 

A Wolf, an*Afs, a Fox, a Bean 

«* Had 1 ne'er liv'd at court, he cries, ./ . 

Such transformation might furprize ; 
But there, in quefl of daily game. 
Each able Courtier a61:s the fame; 40 

Wolves, Lions, Lynxes, while in place, 
Their friends and tellows are their chace. 
They play the Bear's and Fox's part. 
Now rob by force, now ileal with art. 
They fometimes in the fenate bray, 45 

Or, chang'd again to beads of prey, 
Down from the Lion to the Ape, 
PrafiUfe the frauds of every fliape." 

G 4 S« 



So faid : upon the god he flies, 
In cords the ftruggfing captive tie^:^ 
•* Now, Proteus ! now (to trut Jr c 
Speak, and confx:fs thy art excelPcL 
Ufc ftrength, furprize, or what you n 
The Courtier finds evafions fWl ; 
Not to be bound by any tics, 
And never forc'd to kave hiy Tycs," 



FABLE XXXIV. 

THE JyTASTIPFS. 

np HOSE who in quarrels interpoft 
-■- Mud often wipe a bloody nofc. 

A MaftifF, of true Englifh b]ood> 
T.ov'd fighting better than his foo^ 
When dogs were fnarling for a bone. 
He long'd to make the war his own. 
And often found (wlien two contend J 
To intcrpofe obtained his end. 
lie glor}- d in his limping pace ; 
Tl»e fears of Iwnour feam'd his fsipej 
In every limb a galh appears. 
And frequent fights retrenched his can. 

As on a time he heard from far 
Two dogs engag'd in noify war, 
Away he fcours, and lays about him, 
Refolv^d no fray (hould be without hisa 
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Forth from his yard a tanner flies» 
I -And to the bold mtrudcr cries : 

** A cudgel ihall correct your manners : 
Whence l(>nKig this curfcd hate to tanQcrs? to 
While on my dog you vent yo«r fpite. 
Sirrah ! 'tis me you dare not bite." 

To fee the battle thus perplexed, 
With equal rage a butcher, vex*d, 
Hoarfe-fcreaming from the cirded crowd, 15 

To the curs'd Maftiff cries aloud r 

** Both Hockkyhole and Marybone 
The combats of my dog have known r 
He ne'er, like bullivs, coward-hearted. 
Attacks in public, to be parted* 39 

Think not, raih fool, to ftare his fame ; 
Be his the honour, or the fbame." 

Thus faid, they fwore, and rav'd like thunder. 
Then dr^g'd their fafteii*d dogs afundevs 
While clubs and kicks from every fide 35 

Rebounded from the Mafliff^s hide.. 

All reeking now with A^eat and blood,, 
A while the puted warriors flood 1 
Then pour'd upon the meddling foe,. 
Who, worried, howl'd and ^awFd btlow. 40 
He rofe 1 and, limping from the fray, 
By both fides mangkdy fiuak-i sway*^ 
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FABLE XXXV. 

: TH£ BAfLLEY-MO^ANJ) TMB 9UNGHILL* 

TTQW many faucy airs we lueet 
"*^ ■*- From Temple-bar to Aldgate-ftrcet ! 
Proud rogues, \yho fhar'd the South-fea prey, 
. And iprung like m^ (brooms in a day I 
They think it mean to condefcend e 

To know a brother or a friend j 
They bluili to hear their mother's name. 
And by their pride cxpofe their ihame. 

As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, lo 

He ftopp'd i and, leaning on his fork, 
Obferv'd the flail's incellant work. . 
In thought he raeafur'd all his flore. 
His geefe, his hogs, he numbcr'd o*er; , 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces ihorn, 15 

And i^uUipiy'd tine next year's corn. • 

A Barley -mow, which ftood be(ide> 
Thus to its mufing mailer cry'd : 

",Say, good Sir, is it fit or right 
To treat me with neg)c£l and flight ?. . • 20 

Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
And raife your mirth with ale and beer ? 
Why thus infulted, thus difgrac*d. 
And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd ? 

Art 
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Arc thofc poor f weepings of a groom, 15 

That filthy fight, that naufeous fume, 
Meet objects here ? Command it hence j 
A thing fo mean mud give oflTence.**' 

The humble Dunghill thus rcply'd : 
" Thy mafter hears, and mocks thy pride : • 3# 
Infult not thus the meek and low j 
In me thy benefaftqr know ; 
My warm affiflance gave thee birth. 
Or thou hadft perifh'd low in earth ; 
But up-ftarts, to fupport their ftation, 35 

Cancel at once all ohligation.'* 



FABLE XXXVI. 

PYTKA.OORAS AND THE COUNTRYMAN. 

P YTHAGORAS rofe at early dawn, 
■*■ By fearing meditation drawn j 
To breathe the fragrance of the day, 
Through flowery fields he took his way. 
In mufing contemplation warm, j 

His fleps mifled him to a farm, 
Where on a ladder's topmoft round 
A peafant ftood j the hammer's found 
Shook the weak barn. " Say, friend, what car© 
, Calls for thy honeft labour there ?" i« 

The Clown, with furly voice replies, 
** Vengeance aloud for jufUce criet. 

3 This 
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This kite, by daily rapine fed, 

My hens' annoy, my turkeys' dread^ 

At length his forfeit life ha^ paid ; x$ 

See on the wall his wings difplay'd r 

Here nail*d, a terror to his kind, 
<; My fowls (hall future fafety find ^ 

My yard the thriving poultry feed. 

And my barns' refufe fat the breed.**^ ato . 

" Friend, fays the Sagt, the doom is wife j 
. For public good the murderer dies : 

But, if thefe tyrants of the siir 

Demand a fentence fo fevere. 

Think how the glutton, man, devours; 15 

What bloody feafts regale his hours f 

O impudence of power and might, 

Thus to condemn a hawk or kite^ 

When thou, perhaps, carnivorous fmner, 

Hadft pullets yefterday for dinner !** 3« 

" Hold, cry'd the Clown, with paflion heated,. 

Shall kites and men alike be treated ? 

Wlien Heaven the work! with creatures (lorMy 

Man was ordain'd their foverergn lord." 
<« ThUs tyrants boaft, the Sage reply'd, 35 

Whofe murders fpring from power and pride. 
' Own then this manlike kite is flain. 

Thy greater luxury to fuftain 1 

For " Petty rogues fubmrt to Fate, 

•• That greiit ones may enjoy their flate */* 40 

* Garth's Pifpenfary. 

FABLE 
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¥hE FAMStt'S WITE AHD Tjifi RAVEN. 

"TXTHY are thofc tears ? wliy droops your head? 
ts then your other hufband dead ? 
^ Or does a worfc difgrace betide ? 
^flath no one fince his death apply 'd > 

Alas ! you know the caufe too well ) ^ 

The fait is fpilc, to me it fell ; 
Then, to contribute to my lofs, 
My knife andfoilt Were laid aicrofs ; 
On Friday too ! the ddy I dread ! 
Would I wbre fafe at home in bed ! ^o 

Laft night (I vow to Heaven 'tis true^ 
Bounce from the fire a coffin' <Iew. 
, Next poll fonie fatal iSews fliall tell : 
God fend my ComiOi friends he Weill 

Unhappy WidoW, fceafc thy tears, j^ 

Nor feel affliftion in thy fears j 
Let not tliy ftomacb be Xufpended.; 
.Eat now, and wec;p when dinner 'sanded. | 
And, when the Txitlcr clears the table. 
For thy defert I *U zead my Fable. t^ 

Betwixt her fwagging pannier's load 
A Farmer's Wife to market rtjde, 
,An^> j^^ttgon, with Htotr^tful'carc, 
Summ'd up the profits of herVafe^ 
When, ftarting from her filver d«atai, 25 

Thxu far and wide was heard her (cream. 

«Thi« 
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*' That Raven on yon* left-hand oak 
(Curfc on his ill-betiding croak !) 
Bodes me no good.** No more fhe faid, 
When poor blind Ball, with ihimbling tread, 39 
Fell prone ; o'*erturn'd the pannier lay. 
And her mafli'd eggs beftrowM the way. 

She, fprawling in the jellow road, 
Rail'd, fwore, and curs'd. ** Thou croaking toad, 
A murrain take thy whorefon throat I 35 

I knew misfortune in the note.*' 

** Dame, quoth the Raven, fparc your oaths. 
Unclench your fifl, and wipe your cloaths. 
But why on me thofe curfes thrown ? 

J Goody, thefault was all your own j 49 

For, had, you laid this brittle ware 
On Dun, the old fure-footed mare. 
Though iall the Ravens of the Hundred 
With croaking had your tongue out-thundered, 

. ISure-footcd Dun had kept her legs, 4$ 

And you, good Wqman, fav'd your eggs,** 

FABLE XXXVIII. 

?* THE TURKEY AND THE ANT. 

JN other mep .we faults can fpy, 
And^ blame the mote that dims their eye, 
Each little fpeck and blcmilh find j 
> ^ To our own toi^ger errors blind. 

ATur- 
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A Turkey, tir'd of common food, 5 

Forfook the barn, and fougbt th^ wpod ; 

Behind her ran an infant train, 
, Colleding. here and there a grain. 

" Draw near, my Birds ! the Mother cries, ^ 

This hill delicious fare fupplicsj lo 

Behold the bufy negroe race, 

Sec millions blacken all the place ! 

Fear not j like me With freedom eat; 

An Ant is moft delightful meat. 

How blets'd, how envy'd, were our life, i j 

Could we but *fcape the poulterer's knife ! 

But man, curs'd man, on Turkeys preys, 
^ And Chriftmas fhortens all our days. 

Sometimes with oyfters we combine. 

Sometimes aflift the favoury chine ; «# 

From the low peafant to the lord. 

The Turkey fmokes on every board. 

Sure men for gluttony are curs'd,* 

Of the feve'n deadly fins the worft." 

An Ant, who climb'd beyond his reach, 25 

Thus anfwer'd from the neighbouring beech ; 

** Ere you remark another's fin, 

Bid thy own cqnfcience look within 5 

Control thy more voracious bill, 

Nor for a breakfail nations kill." )• 
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FABLE XXXIX. 

THE FATHER AND JUPITER. 

'TpHE Man to Jove his fuit preferred ; 
-*• He bcgg'd a wife : his prayer was heard. 
Jove wonder'd at his bold addrefling j 
For how precarious is the bleffing ! 
• A wife he takes : and now for heirs 5 

Again he worries Heaven with prayers. 
Jove nods aflent : two hopeful boys 
And a fine girl reward his joys. 

Now more folicitous he grew. 
And fet their future lives in view ; i« 

He faw that all rcfpe£l: and duty 
Were paid to wealth, to power, and beauty. 

** Once more, he cries, accept my prayer j 
Make my lovji progeny thy care : 
Let my firft hope, my favourite boy, 15 

All Fortune's richeft gifts enjoy. 
My next with ftrong ambition fire 5 
May favour teach him to afpire, 
Till he the (Icp of power afcend, 
And couniers to their idol bend ! 10 

With every grace, with every charfn. 
My daughter's pcrfeft ftSitures arm. 
If Heaven approve, a Father 's blefs'd." 
Jove fmiles, and grants his full requefL 

The firft, a mifer at the heart, 2$ 

Stttdiouf of every griping art. 

Heaps 
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Heaps hoards on hoards with an;cious pam. 
And all his life devotes to ^ain. 
He feels no joy, his cares increafe. 
He neither wakes nor flecps in peace ; 
In fancy'd want (a wretch complete) 
He ftarvcs, and yet he dares not eat. 
The next to fuddcn honours grew ; 
The thriving art of courts he knew; 
He reach'd the height of power and jblacey 
Then fell the vi£lira of difgracc. 

Beauty with early bloom fupplies 
His daughter's cheeks, and points her eyet. 
The vain coquette each fuit difdains. 
And glories in her lovers' pains. 
With age (he fades, each lover fliei ; 
Contcmn'd, forlorn, (he pines and dies. 

When Jove the Father's grief furvey*d» 
And heard him Heaven and Fate upbrjud. 
Thus fpoke the God : ** By outward ihow 
Men judge of happinefs and woe. 
Shall ignoiance of good and il^ 
Dare to dircft th* eternal will > 
Seek virtue; and, of that poflfeft. 
To Providence refign the relL*' 

FABLE XL. 

THE TWO MONKBTS. 

np H E learned, full of inward pride, 
•^ The fop* of outward fhow deride j 
TOL. IL H 
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The fop, with learning at defiance, 

Scoffs at the pedant and the fci^nce : 
The Don, a formal folemn ftrutter, 5 

^Defpifes Moniicur's airs and flutter; 

While Moiifieur mocks the formal fool, 

Wlio looks,^ and fpeaks, and walks, by rule. 

Britain, a medley of the twain. 

As pert as France, as grave as Spain, f 

' In fancy wifer than the reft, 

Laughs at them both, of both the jeft. 

Is not the Poet's chiming clofe 

Cenfur'd by all the fons of Profe ? 

While bards of quick imagination 15 

' Befpife the llecpy profe narration. 

Men laugh at apes : they men contemn ; 

For what are we but apes to them ? 

Two Monkeys went to Southwark fair; 
- No critics had a fourer kir : lo 

Th2V fbrc'd their way through draggled folks. 

Who gap'd to catch Jack Pudding's jokes ; 
' Then took their tickets for the ihow. 

And got by chance the foremofl row. 

To fee their grave olifcrving face, 15 

Provok'd a laugh through alLthe place. 
" Brother, fays Pug, and turn'd his head, 

TI1C rabble 's monftroufly ill'^bred/' 
Now through the booth loud hifies ran, 

Nor ended till the fhow began. 30 

♦ The tumbler whirls the flip-flap roun^, 

W.th fomerfets he (hftkei the grou::d ; 

The 
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The cord beneath the dancer fprings s 

Aloft in' air the vauker f wings ; 

Diftorted now, now prone depends, 35 

Now through his twifted arms afcends % 

The crowd, in wonder and delight, 

With clapping hands applaud the fight. 

With fmilcs, quoth Pug, " If pranks like theft 
The giant-apes of rcafon pleafe, 49 

How would thty wonder at our arts ! 
They muft adore us for our parts. 
High on the twig I 've feen you cling, 
Play, twill, and turn in airy ring : 
How can thofe clumfy things, like me> 45 

Fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 
But yet, by this applaufe, we find 
Thefe emulators of our kind 
Difcern our worth, our parts regard, 
Who our mean mimics thus reward.* 59 

•* Brother, the grinning mate replicJ^ 
In this I grant that man is wife j 
While good example they purfufe, 
We muft allow fome praife is due ; 
But, when they ftrain beyond their guide, 55 

I laugh to fcorn the mimic pride ; 
For how fantaftic is the fight. 
To meet men always bolt upright, 
Bccauf&-we fometimes walk on two I 
I hate the imitaiing crew«" ## 

Hz' FABL1E 
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FABLE XLI. 

THE OWL AND THE FARMER. 

AN Owl of grave deport and mien. 
Who (like the Turk) was fcldom fccn, 
Within a barn had chofe his llation, 
As fit for prey and contemplation : 
Upon a beam aloft he fits, 5 

And nods, and fcems to tlifek by fits. 
So have I fecn a man of news 
Or Poft-boy or Gazette perufe, 
Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound. 
And fix the fate of Europe round. l« 

Sheaves pil'd on Iheavcs hid all the floor : 
At dawn of morn to view his ftore 
The Farmer came. The hooting gueft 
His fclf-iwf ortance thus expreft : 

«« Reafon in man is mere pretfcnce : 15 

How weak, how fhallow, is his fenfe ! 
To treat with fcorn the Bird of Nighr, 
PcclaTcs his folly or his fpite. 
Then, too, how partial is his praife ! 
The lark's, the linnet's, chirping lays «• 

To his ill-judging ears are fine; 
And nightingales are all divine : 
But the more knowing feathered race 
See wifdom llampM upon my face. 
Whe^ic'er to viiit light I deign, ^ «i 

What flocks of fowl campofc roy Wain ! 

Like 



FABLES. Part I. loi 

Like Hxvci, they crowd my flight behind^ 
And own me of fuperior kind.'' 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply'd t 
** Thou dull important lump of pride, 3* 

Dar'ft thou with that harfh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling fong ? 
Indulge thy fpleen : know men and fowl 
Regard thee, as thou art, an Owl. 
Befides, proud Blockhead ! be not vain 35 

Of what thou calPfl thy flaves and train : 
Few follow Wifdom or her rules; 
Fools in derifion follow fools." 



FABLE XLIL 

THB JUGGLERf. 

A JUGGLER long through all the Town 
•^^ Had rais'd his fortune and renown ; 
You 'd think (fo far his art tranfcends) 
The devil at his fingers' ends. 

Vice heard his fame, fhe read his bill| 5 

Convinced of his inferior ikill. 
She fought his booth, and from the crowd 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

" Is this then he fo fam'd for fleight ? 
Can this flow bungler cheat your fight ? t» 

Dares he with me difputc the prize ? 
I leave it to impartial eyes.'* 

Provok'd, the Juggler cry'd, ** 'Tis donej 
In fcicnce I fubmit to none." 
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Thus faid, the cups and balls he pla/d ; i j 

, By turns this here, that there, cdnvey'4. 
The cards, obedient to his words. 
Are by a fillip rurn'd to birds. 
His little boxes change the grain : 
Trick after trick deludes the train. a# 

He fhakes his bag, he fhcws all fair; 
His fingers fpread, and nothing there ; 
Then bids it rain with fhowers of gold j 
And now his ivory eggs are told j 
But, when from thence the hen he drawj, 15 

Amaz'd fpeftators hum applaufe. 

Vice now ftept forth, and took the place. 
With all the forms of his grimace* 

** This magic looking-glafs, flie cries, ^ 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes.** i% 
Each eager eye the f^ght defir*d, 
And every man himfelf admired. 

Next, to a fenaror addrelTing, 
f *' See this bank-note ; obferve the blefling. 

Breathe on the bill. Heigh, pafs ! *Tis gone." 35 
Upon his lips a padlock (hown. 
A fecond pufF the magic broke j 
The padlock vani/b'd, and he fpoke. 

Twelve bottles rang'd upon the board 
All full, with heady liquor ilor'd, 40 

By clean conveyance difappear, ~ 
Anid now two bloody fwords are thert» 

A purfe flie to a thief expos'd j 
Ac once his r«ady fingers closed. 

fifr 
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He opes his fid, the treafurc 's fled j 4^ 

* He fees a halter in its fkad. - . 

She bids Ambition hold a wand ; 
He grafps a hatchet-in his hand,* ■ * 

A box of charity ihe ihows. 
** l^low here J " and a church- warden blpwa, 59 
'Tis vanifh'd with conveyance neat. 
And on the. table fmokes a treat. 
' She Ihakes the dice, the board fhe knocks^ 
And from all pockets fills her .box* ... 

She next a ^eagr^ rake addrcfL 55 

" This pidkurc fee ; her fliapc, her brcafl I 
What youthy ^nd what inviting eyes ! . 
^ Hold her, and have her," With furprize, , 
His hand^xpos'd a box of pills, 
And a loud laugh proclaimed his ills. . 4o 

A counter, in a jmifer's hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command. 
■ She bids his heir th& fum retain> 
And 'tis a counter now again. 

A guinea with her touch you fee f 5 

Take every fliape but Charity j " , 

And not one thing you faw, or drew. 
But chang'd from what was firft in view. 

T'he Juggler now, in grief of heart, 
With this fubmiffion own*d her art. ,7© 

«* Can I fuch matchlefs flelght wTtl'iftand \ 
How pr^&ice hath improved your hand I 
But now and then I cheat the throng j 
y»u every day, and all day long." 

H4 FABLE 
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FABLE XLIII. 

THB COUNCIL OP HORSES. 

T T P O N a time a neighing ftecd, 
^^ Who gt2LZ*d among a numorous breed, 
With mutiny had fir'd the train, 
And fpread diflenHon through the plain. 
On matters that conccm'd the ftttc 5 

The Council met in grand debate. 
A Colt, whofe eye-balls flam*d with ire. 
Elate with {Irength and youthful fire, 
In hafte ftept forth before the reft. 
And thus the liftening throng addreft. i» 

" Good Gods ! how abjeft is our race, 
Condemned to flavery and difgrace I 
Shall we our fervitude retain, 
Becaufe our fires have borne the chain ? 
Confider, Friends ! your ftrength and might $ * 15 
Tis conqueft to aflert your right? 
How cumbrous is the gilded coach ! 
The pride of man is our reproach; 
Were we de(ign*d for daily toil. 
To driag the plough-ihare through the foil, %9 
To fwekt in harntfs through the road. 
To groan beneath the carrier's load? 
How feeble are the two-legg'd kind f 
What force is in our nerves combined ! 
%Shall then our nobler jaws fubmh 1 e 

1*0 foam and champ the galling bit ? \ 

ShaU 
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Shall haughty man my back.beftride } 

Shall riit iharp fpur provoke my fide ? 

Forbid it. Heavens ! Rejeft the rein; 

Your {hame, your infamy, difdain. 3^ 

Let him the lion firft control. 

And (till the tiger's £ami(h'd growl. 

Let u«9 like them, our freedom claim. 

And make him tremble at our name." 

A general nod approv'd the caufe, 3^ 

And all the circle neigh*d applaufe. 
When, lo I with grave and folemn pace, 
A Steed advanced before the race. 
With age and long experience wife ; 
Around he caft his thoughtful eyes, 44 

And, to the murmurs of the train. 
Thus fpoke the Neftor of the plain. 

«* When I had health and ftrength, like you. 
The toils of fervitude I knew ; 
Now grateful man rewards my pains, 4 j 

And gives me all thefe wide domains. 
At will I crop the year's increafe ; 
My latter life is reft and peace. 
I grant, to man we lend our pains. 
And aid him to correft the plains 5 51^ 

But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all the labours of the year? 
How many thoufand ftruftures rife, 
To fence us from inclement ikies ! 
For us he bears the fultry day, 55 

And ftores up all our winter's hay* 
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He fows, he reaps' the harvefl's gain j 
We Ihare the toil, and ihare the grain. 
Since every creature was decreed 
^' ' To aid each other's mutual need, ' €• 

Appeafe your difcontented mind, 
And a6t the part' by Heaven affi^n'd.'* 

The tumuh ceas'd. The Colt fubmitted, 
And, like his anceftors, was bitted. 

FABLE XLIV. 

THE HOITND AND THE HUNTSMAN. 

^. TMPERTINENCE at firft is borne 
•*■ With heedkfs flight, or fmiles of fcorn j 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patience bears 
The noify fool who perfeveres ? 

The morning wakes, the Huntfman founds, 5 

^. At once rulh- forth the joyful Hounds; 
They feek the wood with eager^p.ace, 
TJu-ough bulh, through brier, explore the chace : 
Now fcatter'd wide they try the plain. 
And fnufF the dewy turf in vain. f 

^-,. What care, what induftry, what pains I 

'■ What univerfal filence reigns I 

Ringwood, a dog of little fame. 

Young, .pert, and ignorant of game. 

At once difplays his babbling throat; , 13 

The pack, regardlefs of the note, 

Purfiie the fcent j with louder flraia 

He iUlI per££s to vex tl^ train. 

Tb» 
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The Huntftnan to the clamour flies. 
The fmacking lafli he fmartly plies. «• 

His ribs all welkM, with howliog tone 
The puppy thus cxprcfs'd his moan : 

" I know the mufic of my tongue 
Long fince the pack with envy Hung. 
What will not fpitc ? Thefe bhtcr froatts ^ 

I owe to my Aiperior parts.'* 

" When Puppies prate, the Hontfman cry'd, 
They Ihew both ignorance and pride s 
Fools may our fcom, not envy,raife; 
For envy is a kind of praifc. ^# 

Had not thy forward noify tongue 
i Proclaim'd thee always in the vrropg, 
Thou might'ft h^ve mingled with the reft. 
And ne'er thy foolilh nofe confeft j 
But fools, to talking ever prone, j^ 

Are fare to make their follies known.** 



FABLE XLV. . 

THE FOET AND THE R0S9. 

T HATE the man wlio builds his nam^ 

•*■ On ruins of another's fame. 

Thus prudes, by charafters o'erthrowii^ 

Imagine that they raife their own. 

Thus fcribblers, covetous of praife, f 

Think dander can tranfpUnt the bayst 
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Beauties and bards have equal pride^ 
With both all rivals are decry'd. 
Who praifes Leibia's eyes and feature, 
Mud call her (ifler aukward creature ) 
For the kind flattery 's fare to chanuy 
When we fome other nymph difarm. 

As in the cool of early day 
A Poet fought the fwects of May, 
The garden's fragrant breath afcends. 
And every ftalk with odour bends ; 
A Rofe he pluckM, he gaz*d, admir*d, 
Thus finging, as the Mufe infpir*d : 
** Go, Rofe, my Chloe's bofom grace; 

** How happy ihall I prove, 
** Miglit I fupply that envy'd place 

«' With never-fading love ! 
*« There, Phoenix-like, beneath lier eye, 
** InvolvM in fragrance, burn and di«. 
** Know, haplefs Flower I that thou ihalt fi 

*' More fragrant Rofcs there-j 
*« I fee thy withering head reclined 

" With envy and defpair ! 
** One common fate we both muft prove ; 
" You die with envy, I with love." 

•* Spare your comparifons, rcply*d 
An angry Rofe, who grew befide. 
Of all mankind you fliould not flout us j 
What can a Poet do without us } 
In every lovc-fong Rofes bloom ; 
We lend you colour and perfume : 
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Docs it to Chloc's charms conduce. 

To found her pr^fe on our abufe > 

Muft we, to flatter her, be made 

To wither, envy, pine, and fade > 4* 



FABLE XLVL 

THE CUR, THE HORSB, AND THE SHEPHERIX'S OO*. 



T 



HE lad of all-fufficient merit 
With modcfty ne*er damps liis fpiritj 
Prcfuming on his own deferts, 
On all alike his tongue exerts ; 
His hoify jokes at random throws. 
And pcnly fpatters friends and foes. 
In wit and war the bully race 
Contribute to their own difgrace: 
Too late the forward youth fhall find 
That jokes are fometimes paid in kind j 
Or, if they canker in the breaft, 
He makes a foe who makes a jeft. 
A village Cur, of fnappifli race, 
The perteft puppy of the place. 
Imagined that his treble throat 
Was bleft with Mufic's fweeteft note ; 
In the mid road he balking lay. 
The yelping nuifance of the way ; 
For not a creature pafs'd along^ 
But had a famplc of his fong. 
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Sir^n a., the trotting Steed he hears, 
He i.!it>, he cocks his dapper cars; 
Aw.! ii',- fcowers, aflauhs his hoof; 
^o\v near him.fnarls, now barks aloof | 
With (hrill impertinence attends, 
Kor leaves him till the village ends. 
It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 
A I'ad came pacing down the way ; 
The Cur, with never-ceanng tongue. 
Upon the palling traveller fprung.. 
The Horfe, from fcorn provok'd to ire. 
Flung backward ; rolling in the mire. 
The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 
The Pad in peace purfucd his way. 

A Shepherd's Dog, who faw the deed, 
Deteiling the vexatious breed, 
Befpoke him thus : " When coxcombs pra' 
They kindle wrath, contempt, or hate; 
Thy teazing tongue had jutigement ty'd, 
Thou hadft noc like a puppy dy'd." 



FABLE XLVIL 

THE COURT OF DEATH, 

TAEATH, on a folemn night of ftate, 
•'^ In all his pomp of terror fate : 
Th' attendants of his gloomy reign, 
Difeafes dire, a ghaflly train ! 
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Crowd the vail court. With hollow tone, $ 

A voice thus thunder'd from the throne : 

" This night our minifter we name, 

Let every fcrvant fpeak his claim ; 

Merit fliall bear this ebon wand.** 

All, at the word, ilretch'd forth their hand. r# 

Fever, with burning heat pofTefV, 
AdvancM, and for the wand add re (I. 

** I to the weekly bills appeal, 
Let thofe exprefs my fervent zealj 
On every flight occafion near, 15 

With violence I perfevere." 

Next, Gout appears with limping pace, 
Pleads hov/ he ihifts from place to place j 
From head to-foot how fwift he flics, 
And every joint and (inew plies.,- 29 

Still working when he feems fuppreft, 
A mod tenacious ftubborn gueft. 

A haggard fpeftre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus afierts his diie : 
** 'Tis I wlw taint the fweeteft joy, 25 

And in the Ihape of Love cieftroy : 
My (hanks,. fuok eyes, and nofelefs face. 
Prove my pretenfion to the place.'* 

Stone urg'd his ever-growing force ; 
And, next, Confumption's meagre corfe, 3* 

With feeble voice, that fcarce was heard. 
Broke with ihort coughs, his fuit prcferr'd s 
•* Let none objccl my lingering way, 
I^ain, like Fabhis, by delay j 

I fatigue 
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Fatigue tnd weaken every foe 

By long attack, fecure, though How." 

Plague reprefents his rapid power. 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 

All fpoke their claim, and hop'd the wa 
' Kow expectation hufh'd the hand ; 
When thus the Monarch from the tlironet 

** Merit was ever modeft known. 
What, no Phyfician fpcak his right ! 
I^onc here ! but fees their toils requite. 
Let then Intemperance take the wand. 
Who fills with gold their zealous hand. 
You, Fever, Gout, and all the reft, 
(Whom wary men, as foes, deteft) 
Forego your claim ; no more pretend ; 
Intemperance is eftecm'd a friend ; 
He (hares their mirth, their focial joyS; 
And as a courted gueft deilroys. 
The charge on him muft juftly fall. 
Who finds employment for you alL** 



FABLE XLVIII. 

THE GARDENER AND THE HOG. 

A GARDENER, of peculiar tafle, 
■^^ On a young Hog his favour placed, 
Who fed not with the common herd ; 
His tray was to the hall preferr'd. 
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He wallow'd unclerneadi the board, - - 

Or in his ma(ler*s chamber fnor'd. 
Who fondly ftroak'd him every day. 
And taught him all the Puppy's play. 
Where'er he went, the grunting friend 
Ne'er fail'd his pleafure to attend. 

As on a time the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden's care. 
The Mafter thus addrcfs'd the Swine : 

" My houfe, my garden, ail is thine. 
On turnips fcaft whene'er you plcafe. 
And riot in my beans and pcafc ; 
If the potatoe's tafte delights. 
Or the red carrot's fweet invites. 
Indulge thy morn and evening fiours j 
But let due care regard my flowers : 
My tulips are my garden's pride : 
What vaft expence thofe beds fupply'd !" 

The Hog by chance one morning roam'd, 
Where with new ale tlie vellcls foatn'd : 
He munches now the (teaming grains, 
Vow with full fwill the liquor drains. 
Intoxicating fumes arife ; 
He reels, he rolls his winking eyes ; 
Then daggering through the garck-n fcours, 
And treads down painted ranks of flowers. 
With delving fnout he turns tl^ foil, 
And cools his palate with the fpoil. 
The Mafter came, the ruin fpyM ; 
** Villain! fufpend thy rage, he cry'd. 
Vol. ir, I ' 
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Haft thou, thoo moft ungrateful foe, 35 

My chaise, my only charge, forgot ? 
What, all my flowers f " No more he faid. 
But gaz*d, and (igVd, and hung his head. 

The Hog with ftuttering fpeech returns : 
** Explain, Sir, why your anger burns. 40 

' See there, untouched, your tuHps ftrown. 
For I devour'd the roots alone." 

At this the Gardener's pallron grows 3 
' From oaths and threats he fell to blows. 
" The ftubborn brute the blows fuftains, j^^ 

AlTaults his leg, and tears the veins. 

" Ah ! foolifli Swain ! too late you find 
That ftycs were for fuch friends defign'd!" 

Homeward he limps with painful pace, 
. Reflefting thus on paft difgrace : *o 

** Who cherifhes a brutal mate, 
• Shall mourn the folly foon or late." 

FABLE XLIX. 

THE MAN AND THE FLEA. 

"X^HETHER on earth, in air, or main,, 
^ ^ Sure every thing alive is vain L 
Dof s not the Hawk all fowls furvey, 
As deftin'd only for his prey ? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, - 

.TWnk men were born for flavcs to Icings? 

When 
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When the Crab ricws the pearly {brands, 
Or Tagus, bright with golden fands, 

* Or crawls befide the coral gnnrc, 
And hears the ocean roll above, 
" Nature is too profufe, fays he, 
Who gave all thefe to pleafure me !" 

When bordering pinks and rofes bloom, 
And every garden breathes perfume ; 

" When peaches glow with funny dyes. 
Like Laura's cheek when blufhcs rife; 
Wlien with huge figs the branches bend. 
When cluftcrs from the -vine depend ; 
The Snail looks round on flower and tree, 
And cries, " All thefe were made for mc !'* 

■** What dignity 's-in human nature !" 
Says Man, the mofl conceited creature. 
As from a cliff he cafl: his eye, 
And view'd the fea and arched Iky. 

" The fun was funk beneath the maUi ; 
Tlie moon and all the ftarry train 
Hung the vaft vault of Heaven. 'I'hc Man 
His contemplation thus began : 

** When I behold this glorious (how. 
And the wide watery world below. 
The fcaly people of the main. 
The beads that range the wood or plain. 
The wing*d inhabitants of air, 
The day, the niglvt, the various year; 
And know all thefe by Heaven dcfign'd 
As gifts to pleafure human-kind j 

r 2 I 
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I cannot raife my worth too iugh j 
Of what vaft confcquencc am 1 !" 

** Not of th* importance you fuppofc, 
Replies a Flea upon his nofe. 49 

Be humble, learn thyfelf to fcan ; 
Know, pride was never made for man. 
'Tis vanity that fwells thy mind. 
What I heaven and canh for thee defign'd ! 
For thee, made only for our need, 45 

That more important Fkas might feed." 

F A B L E L. 

THB HARE AND MANY FRXSND5. 

"IT^RIENDSHIP, like love, is but a name, 

•*■ Unlefs to one you ftint tbe flame. 

^he child, whom many fathers Iharc, 

Hath feldom known a father*s care. 

''Tis thus in friendfliips 5 who depend 5 

On many, rarely find a friend. 

A Hare who, in a civil way. 
Com ply *d vnih every thing, like Gay, 
'U'as known by all the beftial train 
Who Haunt the wood, or graze the plain j 10 

Her care was never to offend ; 
And every creature was her friend. 

As forth ihe went at early dawn, 
"To tafle tl\c dcw-bcfprinkled lawn. 
Behind flie hears the hunter's cries, i^ 

And from the deep-mouth'd tliunder £ies. 

She 



# 



FABLES. Part I-. 

She ilarts, (he flops, (he pants forJ)rcath j 
She hears the near advance of death 5 
She doubles, to niiflead the hound, 
And meafures back her mazy round ; 
Till, fainting in the public way, 
Half-dead with fear (he gafping lay. 

What tranfport in her bofom grew, 
When firft the Horfc appear*d in view ! 

" Let me, fays (he, your back afcend, 
And owe my fafjty to a friend. 
You know ray feet betray my flight : 
To friendfhip every bur^lcn *s light." 

The Horfe reply'd, " Poor honefl Pufs, 
it grieves my heart to fee thee thus ; * 
Be comforted, relief is near, 
For all your friends arc in the rear.'* 

She next the ftately Bull implor'd ; 
And thus reply 'd the mightv lord : 
" Since every bcaft alive can tell 
That I fincerely wi(h you well, 
I may, without offence, pretend 
To take the freedom of a friend. 
Love calls me hence ; a favourite Cow 
Expels me near yon' barley-mow ; 
And, when a laJy 's in the cafe, 
You know, all other things give place. 
To leave you ihus might fcem unkind ; 
But fee, the Goat is jufl behind." 

The Goat rem ark 'd ** her pulfc was higl 
Her languid head, her licavv eye : 

1 3 ' . 
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My back, fays he, may do you harm ; 
The Sheep's at hand, and wool is warm.*? 

The Sheep was feeble, and complain'd 
" His fides a load of wool fuftain'd j 
Said, he was flow, confefs*d his fears ; .. 
For hounds eat Iheep'as well as hares." 

She now ihe trotting Calf addrefs*d, . 
To fave from death a friend diftrcfs'd. 

" Shall I, fays he, of tender age. 
In this important care engage ? 
Older and abler pafs'd you by; 
How flrong are thofe ! how weak am I ! 
Should I prefume to bear you hence, 
Thofe friends of mine may take offence. 
Kxcufe me, then ; you know my heart; 
But deareft friends, alas ! muft part. 
Ifow (hall we all lament! Adieu; 
For fee the hounds arc juft in view/* 
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PART THE SECOND,' 

ADl^RTTtSEMENT. 

Thefe Fables were finiJhed by Mr. Gay, and : 
for the prcfs a (hort time before his death; w 
Were left, with his other papers, to the cai 
noble friend' and patron the Duke of Qpce 
His Grace his accordingly permitted them 
prcfs; and they are here printed from the ori[ 
the Author's own hand-writing. We hope t 
pleafe equally with his former Fables, chougl 
on fubjc6ts of a graver and more political tui 
will certainly /hew him to have been {\ 
efleemed the befl chara6le'r) a man of a trul 
hearty and a fincere lover of his country. 



FABLE I. 

THE 0OG AND THE FOX. 

To a Lawyer. 

T KNOW you Lawyers can, with cafe, • 
'■' Twift words and meanings as you pleaf 
That language, by your fkill made pliant, 
Will bend to favour every client; 
I 4 
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Tliat 'tis »hc fee dircfts the foofc. 
To make out cither fide's pretence. 
When you pcrufe the cleared cafe^ 
You fee it with a double face : 
For fcepticifm 's your profcflion ; 
Ybu hold there *s doubt in, all exprefTlon. 

Hence h the bar with fees fupply'd ; 
Hence elocjuence takes either fiue. 
Your hand would have but paltry gleanings 
Could every man exprefs his meaning. 
Wlio dares prefume to pen a deed, 
Vnlcfs you prcvioufly are fce'd ? 
Tis drawn J and, to augment the coft, 
In dull proHxity engrofl:. 
And now we 're well fccur'd by law. 
Till the next brother find a flaw. 

Read o'er a will. Was *t ever known 
But you could make the will your own ? 
For, when you read, 'tis with intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 
Since things are thus, fe defendendo, 
I bar fallacious inmndo. 

Sagacious Porta's (kill could trace 
Some beafl or bird in cverv face. 
The head, the eye, the nofe's Ihapc, 
IVov'd this an owl, and that an ape. 
When, in the Iketclres thus defign'd, 
Kefemblance brings fomc friend to mind. 
You fhow^ the piece, and give the hint, 
And^nd each feature in the print; 
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So monftrous-likc-tbe portrait 's found. 
All know ir,'and the laugh goes round. 
Like him I draw from general nature i 
Is 't I or you then fix the fatirc ? 

So, Sir, I beg you, fpare your pains 
In making comments on my drains* 
All private flandcr I detcft, 
I judge not of my neighbour's breaft : 
Party and prejudice 1 hate, 
And write no libels on the ftate. 

Shall not my Fable cenfure vkc, 
Becaufc a knave is over-nice ? 
And, left the guilty hear and dread. 
Shall not the decalogue be read ? 
If I lalh vice in general fi6lion. 
Is *t I apply, or felf-convi6lion ? 
Brutes are my theme. Am I to blamcy 
If men in morals are the fame ^ 
I no man call or ape or afs j 
*Tis his own confcicnce holds the glafs. 
Thus void of all offence I write : 
Who claims the fable, knows his right. 

A (hcphcrd's Dog, unikill'din fportSy 
Pick'd up acquaintance of all forts ; 
Among the reft a Fox he knewj 
' By frequent chat their friendfhip grew. 

Says Reynard, " 'Tis a cruel cafe. 
That man ihould ftigmatize our race. 
No doubt, among us rogues you find. 
As among dogs and hunoan kind ; 
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And yet (imkaowii' to me and you) 6$ 

. There may be honeil men and true. 
Thus ilander tries whatever it can 
To put us on the foot with man. 

Let my -pwn aftions recommend $ « 
IsTo prejudice can blind a friend : 79 

You know me free from all difguife ; 
My honour as my life I prize." 

By talk like this, from all mifbuft 
The Dog was cur'd, and thought him juft. 

As on a time the Fox held forth 75 

On confcience, honefty, and worth. 
Sudden he ftopp'd j he cock*d his ear j 
Low dropt his bruihy tail with fear. 

** Blefs us ! the hunters are abroad : 
What's all that clatter on the road 1" 89 

•< Hold, fays the Dog, we 're fafc from harm,. 
'Twas nothing but a falfe alarm. 
At yonder town 'tis market-day ; 
Some farmer's ^mh is on the way ; 
'Tis fo (I know her pyebald mare), 85 

Dame Dobbins with her poultry-ware." 

Reynard grew huff. Says he, " This ineeiF 
From you I little thought to hear : 
Your meaning in your looks I fee. 
Pray, what 's Dame Dobbins, friei^d, tome? 99 
Did I e'er make her poultry thinner ! 
Prove that I owe the dame a dinner*" 

** Friend, quoth the Cur, I meant no harm { 
Then why fo captious ? why fa warm ? 

My 
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My words, in commoa accepmion, 95 

Could never give-tlus provocation. 

No lamb (for aughtl ever knew) . 

May be more innocent than you." 

At this, galPd Reynard winc'd, andfworc 

Such language ne cr was given before. i«o 

** What 's lamb to me ? thistfaucy hint 
Shows me, bafe Knave, wiiich way you fquint. 
If th' other night your mailer loft 
Three lambs, am 1 to pay the coft ? 
Your vile reflcftions would imply io| 

That I *m the thief. You IX)g, you lye.?* 

" Thou knave, thou fool ! (the Dog reply'd) 
The name is juft, take either fide ; 
Thy guilt thefe applications fpeak : 
Sirrah^ 'tis confcience makes you fqueak." xio 

So faying, on the Fox he flies : 
The fdf-convi£^ed felon dies. 



FABLE 11; 

THE VULTURB,THE.SFARROW, AND OTHER BIROS* 

To a Friend in the Country, 

T7 RE I begin, I muft premife, 
-^-^ Our minifters arc good and wife ; 
So, though malicious tongues apply, 
Pray what care they, or what care I f 

If I am free with courts, be 't known^ 5 

I ne'er prefume to mean our own. 

If 
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If general mdrals feem to joke 
On miniAers, and fuch-like folk, 
A captious fool may take offence ; 
What then ? He knows his own pretence. 
1 meddle with no ftate-affairs, 
But fparc my jeft to fave my ears. 
Our prefcnt fchemes are too profound, 
For Machiavel himfelf to found : 
To ccnfurc them I *avc no pretention j 
I own they *re paft my comprchenfion. 

You fay your brother wants a place, 
(*Tis many a younger brother's cafe); 
And that he very foon intends 
To ply the court, and teazc his friends. 
If there his merits chance to find 
A patriot of an open mind, 
Whofe conftanr anions prore him juft 
To lK>th a king's and people's truft. 
May he, with gratitude, attend, 
And owe his rife to fuch a friend ! 

You praife his parts, for bufinefs fit, 
■ His Ifearning, probity, and wit; 
But tl»ofc alone. will never do, 
Unlefs his patron liavc them too. 

I 'avc heard of times (pray God defend us \ 
We 're not fo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked minifters have trod 
On kings and people, law and God ; 
'With arrogance they girt the throne. 
And knew no intereft but their own. 
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Then virtue, from preferment barrM> 
Gets nothing but its own re\yard. 
A gang of petty knaves attend *em, 
With proper parts to recommend *em. 
Then, if his patron burn with luft, 
The firft in favour *s pimp the firft. 
His doors are never closed to fpics. 
Who cheer his heart with double lyes ; 
They flatter him, his foes defame. 
So lull the pangs of guilt and fhame. 
If fchemes of lucre haunt his brain, 
Projeftors fweH his greedy train ; 
Vile brokers ply his private ear 
With jobs of plunder for the yeari 
All confcicnces mull bend and ply ; 
You muft vote on, and not know why s 
Through tliick and thin you mufl go on; 
One fcrupic, and your place is gone. 

Since plagues like thefe have curs'd a lai 
And favourites cannot always (land. 
Good courtiers (hould for change be ready 
And not have principles too fteady ; 
For, fliould a knave engrofs the power, 
(God Ihield tlie realm from that fad hour I 
He muft have rogues or flavifli fools ; 
For what 's a knave without his tools ? 

Wherever thofe a people drain, 
And ftrut with infamy and gain, 
I envy not their guilt and ftate, 
And fcorn to ihare the public hate. 
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Let their own fervile creatures rife. 
By fcreening fraudy and venting lyes ; 
Give me, kind Heavcfa, a private >ftation t, 
>'A mind ferene for contemplation : 70 

Title and profirlftfign j 
> The poft of honour Ihalf be-mioe. 
My Fable read, their merits view, 
Then herd who will withfuchaxrew. 

In days of yore (my cautious rhymes 75 

Always except the prefent times) 
A greedy Vulture, ftiird in game, 
Inur'd to guilt, vnaw'd by ibame, 
Approach'd the throne in evil hour, 
\ ;^nd ftep by ilep intrudes to power : £0 

When at the- royal £agk^ ear. 
He longs'to eafe the tnonaitlVs care. 
The monarch grants. With pride elate. 
Behold him minifter of ftate ! 
-Around him thrcmg the feather 'd rout; S5 

Friends muft be ferv*d, aodfome muft out ? 
. Each thinks his own the beft pretention { 
This aiks a place, and thata penfien. 

The Nightingale was fet afide. 
\K forward Daw his room fupply'd. * ' 90 

" This bird' (fays he), for bufinefs fit, 
Hath both iagacity and wit : 
With all his turns, and Ibifcs, and tricks, 
.He's docile, and at nothing flicks : 

♦ ^When impious men bear fway. 
The poll of iKinotir is a private* ilacion^ Addison. 

T-hcn 
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Then with his neighbours one fo free 
-At all times will connive at me." 

The Hawk had due di{tin6^ion ihown. 
For parts and talents like his own. 
' Thoufands of hireling Cocks attend him^ 
As bluftering bullies, to defend htm. 

At once the Ravens were difcarded, 
And Magpies with their po(b rewarded. 

Thofe fowls of omen I deteft, 
That pry into another's neft, 

• State-lyes muft lofe all good intent, 
For they forcfce and croak th* event. 
My friends ne'er think, but talk by rote. 
Speak what they *re taught, and' fo to vott 

" When rogues like thcfe (a Spanow < 

* To honours and employments rife, 
I court no favour, aik no place ; 
From fuch, preferment is difgracc. 
Within my thatch'd retreat I find 
(What thefc ne'er feel) true peace of mil 

FABLE III. 

THE BABOON AND THE POULTRY 

To a Levee-hunter. 

'TX7E frequently mifplacc efteem. 

By judging men by what they fo 
To birth, wealth, power, we ihould alk 
Precedence, and our lowefl bow : 



f»$ GAY'S POBMS. 

- In that is dufl d^ftia^oik ftown ^ 

Efleem is Yirtuq'i rig^ akme; . 
With partial eye we 're apt to fee 

The man of noble pe<ligrec : 

We *re prepoileft my Lord inherits, 
^ In fome degree, his granddre's merits ; n 

For thofe we find upon record. 

But find him notlilog but my Lord. 
When we, with fuperficial view» 

Oaze on the rich, we 're dazzled too. 

We know that .wealtli, well underflood, it 

Hath frequent power of doing good ; 

Then fan^y that the thing is donp^. 

As if the power and will were on& 

Thus oft' tl>c cheated crowd adore 

The thriving knaves that keep them poor. t« 

The cringing, train of power furvey; 

What creatures are fo Ipw as they ! 

With what obfequioufnefs they bend ! 

Tq what vile a£lions condefcend ! 

Their rife is on their mcanncfs built, 15 

And flattery is their fmalleft guilt. 

What homage, rcvereilce, adoration. 

In every age, in every nation, 

Have'fycophants to power addrefs:*d J 

No matter who tlie power polTefs'd, 3d 

Let miniflcrs be what they will. 

You find their levees always fill : 

Ev'n thofe who have pcrplexM a (late, 

Wliofe actions claim contempt and hate. 

Had 
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Though more abfurci thaD madmen's dreain«« 

"Wlien barbarous Moloch was invok'd. 
The blood of infants only fmok'd ! 
But here (unlefs all hiftory lyes) 

• Whole realms have been a facrifice. ^o 

Look through all courts-: 'tis power we find 
The general idol of mankind ; 
There worihipM under every ihape : 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape, 
-Are/oUow'd by tirac-ferving (laves, 45 

Rich proftitutes and needy knaves. 

Who then fliall glory in his poft ? 
•Row frail Im pride, how vain his boaft'l 
The followers of his profperous hour 

• Are ais unliable as his power ^9 
•Power, by the breath of Flattery nurft. 

The more it fwells is nearer buifl ; 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends, 
JVnd in a dirty tear defcends. 

Once on a time an ancient maid, 55 

By wifhes and by tinic decay'd, 
'J'o cure the pangs of reftlcfs thought. 
In birdi and bealts amufement fought: 
"Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ'd-; 
With thefe alone flje talk'd and toy*d, <a 

A huge Baboon Iter fancy took 
•( Almoft a man in iize and look). 
He finger'd every thing he found, 
And mimicked all the fervants round ; 

Vol. U. K Then, 
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Then, too, his parts and ready wit •6-5 

ShowM him for every bufinefs fit. 

With all thcfe talents 'twas but juft 

That Pug (hould hold a place of trull ; 

So to her favourite was ailign'd 

Thie charge of all her feather'd kind. 7* 

*Twas his to tend them eve and morn^ 

And portion out their darly corn. 

Behold him now, with haughty Uride, 
AiTume a minifteriai pride. 

The morning rofe. In hope of picking, 75 

Swans, turkeys, peacocks, ducks, and chicken^ 
Fowls of all ranks furround his hut, 
To wofflrip his important -ftrut. 
The miniftcr appears. The crowd, 
Now here, now there, obfcquious bow*d. to 

This prais'd his parts, and that his face, 
Th' other his dignity in place. 
From bill to bill the flattery ran : 
He hears and bears it like a man ; 
For, when we -flatter Self-conceit, %^ 

We but his fentiments repeat. 

If we 're too fcrupuloufly juft, 
What profit 's in a place of truft ? 
The common pra£lice of the great 
Is to fecure a fnug retreat. 9# 

So Pug began to turn his brain 
(Like other fo>ks in place) on gain. 

An apple- woman's ftall was near, 
Well ftock'd with fruits through all the year ^ • 

Here 
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Here crery day he cramm*d his gutt, 
'Hence were his hoards- of pears and nuts; 
For 'twas agreed (in way of trade) 
'His payments fhould in corn be made. 

The flock of grain was quickly fpent, 
And no account which way it went. 
Then, too, the Poultry's flarv'd condition 
'Caui'd fpeculations of fufpicion. 
The fafis were prov'd beyond difputc ; 
Pug mud rcfund'his hoards of fruit; 
And, though then minifter in chief. 
Was branded as a public thief. 
TDifgrac'd, dcfpis'd, confin'd to chains, 
'He nothing l)ut his pride retains. 

A Goofc pafsM bvj he knew the face, 
'Seen every levee while in place. 

«* What, ro refpe6l ! no reverence ihowc 
How faucy arc thefe creatures grown J 
Not two days fince (fays he) you bow'«d 
The loweft of my fawning crowd/* 

" Proud fool ! (replies the Goofc) 'tis tr 
'Thy corn a fluttering levee drew ; 
For that I join'd the hungry train, 
And fold thee flattery for thy grain. 
But then, as now, conceited Ape, 
*Wi.fiW rhce in d\y proper Ihapc *' 
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FABLE IV. 

THE ANT IN OFFICE. 

To a Friend. 

XT'OU tell me that you apprehend 
""" My verfc may touchy folks offend. 
In prudence, too, you think my rhymes 
Should never fquint at couniers' crimes ; 
For though nor this nor that is meant. 
Can we another's thoughts prevent ? 

You a& me if 1 ever knew 
Court- chaplains thus the lawn purfue? 
I meddle not with gown or lawn ; 
Poets, I grant, to rife muft fawn ; 
They know great ears are over-rjice, 
And never fbock their patron's vice. 
But I this hackuey-path defpifej 
'Tis my ambition not to rife. 
If I muft proftitutc the Mufe, 
The bafe conditions I refufc. 

I neither flatter nor defame, 
Yet own I would bring guilt to ihame. 
If I Corruption's hand expofe, 
I make corrupted men my foes j 
What then ? I hate the paltry tribe : 
Be virtue mine ,- be theirs the bribe. 
I no man's property invade ; 
^rri)ption \ yet no lawful trade. 
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Tfor would it mighty ills produce, 
Could 1 Ihame bribery out of ufe. 
1 know 'twould cramp moil politicians^ 
Were they ty'd down to thcfe conditions. 
'T would flint their power, their riches be 
And make their parts feem lefs profouxid« 
Were they deny'd their proper tools, 
How could they lead their knaves and foe 
Were this the cafe, let 's take a view- 
What dreadful mifchiefs would enfue.. 
Though it might aggrandize the Hate, 
Could private luxury dine on plate ? 
Kings might indeed their friends reward^. 
But miniuers find Icfs regard. 
Informers, fycophants, and fpies. 
Would not augment the year's fupplies.. 
Pcrliaps, too, take away this prop. 
An iinnual johb or two might drop. 
Eefulcs, if penfioRS were dcny'd. 
Could Avarice fuppon its pride ? 
It might ev'n minifters confound. 
And yet the flate be fafc and found. 
I care not though 'tis undcrftood j. 
I only mean my country's good : 
And (let who will my freedom blame) 
1 wifli all courtiers did the fame. 
M^y, though fome folks the lefs might j 
I vviOi the nation out of debt. 
I put no private man's ambition 
Wkl\ public good in compttition r. 
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Rather than have our laws defac'd, 
1 *d vote a miniftcr difgrac'd. 

I fbrike at vice, be *t where it will ; 
And what if great folks take it ill ? ' 
I liopc corruption, bribery, penfion^ 
One may with detcfkation mention 5 
Think you the law (let who will Ak'e it) 
Czn fcandalum m^gnatum make it ? 
I vent no (lander, owe no grudge, 
Kor of another's confcience judge s 
At him or him I take no aim, 
"Yet dare againft aill vice declaim. 
Shall 1 not cenfu-re breach of trufl, 
Bccaufe knaves know themfclv€sunjuft? 
That fteward, whofe account is clear,. 
Demands his honour may appear : 
His aftions never (hun the light j 
He is, and would be provM, uprig;hr. 

But then you think my Fable bears 
AUufion, too, to ftate-affairs. 

I grant it does : and- who 's fo great. 
That has the privilege to cheat ? 
If then in any future reign 
(For minifters may ihirft for gain) 
Corrupted hands defraud the nation, ' 
I bar no reader's application. 

An Ant there was, whofe forward prate 
Contrord all matters in debate ; 
Whether he knew the thing or no, 
Hib tongue eternally would go j 
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For he had impudence at will, 85 

And lx>a{led univerfal (kiU. 

Ambition was his point in view : 

Thus by degrees to power he grew* 

Behold him now his drifv attain : 

]^e>'s made chief treafurer of the grain. 90 

But as theft ancient laws are jud. 
And punifh breach of public truft, 
'Tis order'd (Jcft wrong application 
Should (larve that wife indudhous nation) 
That all accounts be dated clear, 95 

Their (lock, and what defrayed the year^ 
That auditors (hall thefe infpcft, 
And public r<apine thus be check'd. 
For this the folemn day was fet j 
The auditors in council met. too 

The granary-keeper mud explain^ 
And balance his account of grain. 
He brought (fince he could not refufc them) 
Some fcraps of paper to amufe them. 

An honcft Pifmire, warm with zeal, 195 

In juftice to the public weal, 
Thus fpoke : ** The nation's hoard is low j 
FicMn whence docsihis profulion flow ? 
I know our annual funds' amount; 
Why fuchcxpence? and where 's tU' account?*' izo 

With wonted arrogance and pride, 
The Ant in office thus reply'd. 

" Confider, Sirs, were fecrets- tolcl, 
How could tlie befl-fchcm'd proje^i hold ? 

K 4 ShouM 
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Should we {latc-myftcries difclofe, 

'T would lay us open to our foes. 

My duty and my well-known zeal 

Bid me our prefent fchemes conceal i 

But, on my honour, all'th' expence 

(Though vaft) was for the fwarm's defence.'* * 

They pafs*d th' account as fair aiid ju(V,. 
And voted .him implicit truft. 

Next year again, the granary drained. 
He thus his innocence maintain'd. 

" Think how our jwcfcnt matters dandy 
What dangers threat from every hand j 
What hods of turkeys (IroU for food, 
No farmer's wife hut hath her brood. . 
Coofider, when invafion's near, 
Intelligence muft coft us dear; 
And, in this ticklifh iituation, 
A fccret told betrays the nation : 
But, on my honour, all th' expence 
(Though vaft) was for tlic fwarm*B defence.'* 

Again, without examination, 
They thank'd his fage adminiftration. 

The year revolves. Their treafure, fpen^ . 
Again in fccret fervice went. 
His honour, too, again was plcdg*d, 
Tft fatisfy the charge alledg'd. 

When thus, with panic (hame poflefs'd. 
An auditor his friends addrefs'd. 

** What are we ? minifterial tools ! 
We little knaves are greater fools. 
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^ ^ laft this fccrct is cxplor'd, 145, 

Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 
For every grain wc touch'd, at leaft 
A thoufand his own heaps increased. 
Then for his kin and favourite fpies, 
A hundred hardly could fuflBcc. 1 5a 

Thus, for a paltry fneaking hribc^ 
We cheat ourfclvcs and all the tribe ; 
For all the magllzine contain» 
Grows from our annual toil and pains. **^ 

They vote th' account (hall be infpe6:ed ; 15^ 
The cunning plunderer is dete^ed ; 
The fraud is fentencM ; and his hoardj^ 
As due^ to public ufe reflor'd.. 

FABLE V. 

THE BEAR IN A BaAT^- 

To a. Coxcomb. 

HpHAT man muft daily wifer grow, 
•*• Whofe fearch is bent himfelf to know? 
Impartially he weighs his fcope, 
And on firm reafon founds his hope; 
He tries his flrength before the race, Jp 

And never feeks his own difgrace 5 
He knows th^ compafs, fail, and oar, * 
Or never launches from the (hore ; 
Before he builds, computes the coft^. 
And in no proud purfuic is loll : Kk» 
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He learns the bounds of human fenfey 
And lafely walks within tiic fences 
Thus, confcious of his own dfrfc£i, 
Are pride and felf-importance checked. 

If then, felf-knowledge to purfue, 
Dircft our life in every view, 
Of all the fools that pride can boafti 
A Coxcomb claims di(lin£lion mod.- 

Coxcombs are of all ranks^ and kind ; 
They *renot to fex or age confinM, 
Or rich, or poor, or great, or fmall, 
And vanity bcfots them all. 
By ignorance is- pride increas'd : 
Thofe moil affume, who know the lea A ;, 
Their own falfe balance gives them weight. 
But every other finds them Jight. 

Not that all Coxcombs' follies (Irike, 
And draw our i^idicule alike j; 
To different merits each pretends : 
This in love-vanity tranfcends ; 
That, fmitten with his face and fhape^. 
By drcfs diftinguifhes the ape ; 
Tir other with learning crams his fbelf. 
Knows books, and. all things but himfclf. 

All thefc are fools of low condition,. 
Compar'd with Coxcombs of ambition : 
For thofe, puff'd up with flattery, dare 
AiTumc a nation's various care. 
They ne'er the groffeft praife miflruft,. 
Their fycophants fccm hardly j.uft j 
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For thefe, in part alone^ atteil 

The flattery their owti thoughts fuggeft. 

In this wide fphcre a Coxcomb 's ihown 

In other realms beiides his own : 

The feif^deem'd Machtavcl at Urge; 45 

By turns controls in every charge^ > 

Docs Commerce fuflfer m her- rights? ' 

Tis he direds the naval flights. 

What failor dar^ difpute his ikill^ 

He '11 be an admiral when he will. 50 

Now, meddling in the folditr's trade^. 
Troops muft be hir'd<, and levies made,. 
He gives ambalTadors their cue^. 
His cobbled treaties to renew ; ■ 
And annual taxes mud fuffice^ 55 

The current blunders to difguife. 
Wli«i his crude fchemes in air are loft, 
And millions fcarce defray the coft, 
His arrogance (nought undifmay'd) 
TruQing.in fclf-fufficient aid, ^ 

On other rocks mifguides the realm^ 
And thinks a pilot at the helm. 
He ne'er fufpc£ts iiis want oi Ikillj 
But blunders on from ill to ill^ 
And, when he fails of all intent^.. €5. 

Blames only unforefeen event. 
Led you miilake the application,. 
The Fable calls roe to relation. 

A Bear of. Ihag and manners rougli> 
At climbing trec» expert enough 1 . 70 

For 
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For dcxtroufly, and fjfe from harm. 
Year after year he robb'tl the fwann. 
Thus thriving on indudrious toil, 
He glory*d in his pilfer'd fpoil. 

This trick fo fwell'd him with conceit^ 
He thought no enterprife too great. 
Alike in fciences and art$> 
He boaded univerfal parts : 
Pragmatic, bufy, bufUing, bold. 
His arrogance was uncontroPd : * 
And thus he made his party good, 
And grew dictator of the wood. 

The beads, with admiration, dare,. 
And think him a prodigious Bear. 
Were any common booty got, 
Twas his each portion to allot : 
For why ? he found there might be picking, 
Ev'n in the carving of a chicken. 
Intruclintj thus, he by degrees 
ClaimM, too, tlie butcher's larger fees. 
And now his over-weening pride 
In every province wilf prefide. 
No tafli too diflflcult was found : 
His blundering nofe mifleads the hound. 
In dratagem and fubtle arts 
Me over-rules the fox's parts. 

It chanc'd as, on a cenain day,. 
Along the bank he took his way, 
A Boat, with rudder, fail, and oar^ 
At anchor floated near the (hore« 
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^c ftopt, and, turning to his train, 
Thus pertly vents his vaunting ilrain. 

•* What blundering puppies are mankii 
In every fcience always blind .' 
I mock the pedantry of fchools : 
What are their compalfes and rules ? 
From me that helm ihall condu£t learn* 
And man his ignorance difcern." 

So faying, with audacious .pride. 
He gains the Boat, and climbs the fide. 
The hearts, aftonifli'd, line the flrand : 
The anchor *s weighed ; he drives from la 
The flack fail fliifts from fide to fide 5 
The Boat untrimm'd admits the tide. 
Borne down, adrift, at random toft, 
His oar breaks fliort, ilie rudder 's lofl:. 
The fiear, prefurning in his ikill, 
■Is here and there officious ftill $ 
Till, ilriking on the dangerous fand«. 
Aground the ihatter'd velTel ftands. 

To fee the bungler thus diftrcft. 
The very fifties fneer and jeft : 
Ev'n gudgeons join in ridicule. 
To mortify the meddling fool. 
The clamourous watermen appear ; 
Threats, curfes, oaths, infult his car : 
Seiz'd, thra(h*d, and chainM, he's dragg' 
4>erifioii ihoucs along the (Iraiuk 
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FABLE VI. 

THE SqUIRE AND HIS CUlt. 

To a Country Gentleman. 

*np H B man of pure and fimplc heart 
•*" Throup;h life difdains a double part : 

He never needs the fcrecn of lies, 
*His inward bofom to difguife. 

In vain malicious tongues aflail ; 

Let Envy fnarl, let Slander rail, 

From Virtue's (hield (ftcure' from wound) 

Their blunted venom'd fhafts relH>und. 
'So Ihines his light l)cfore mankind. 

His aftioBS prove his honcft mind. 
#If in his country's caufc he rife, 

Debating fenates to advife, 

Unbrib'd, unaw'd, he dares impart 

The honeft di^^ates of his heart. 

IJo rainifteriah frown he fears. 

But in his virtue perfevercs. 

But would you play the politician, 

Whofe hean *s averfe to intuition, 
^Your lips at all times, naVf your reafon, 

Muft l)C controlM by place and feafon. 
*What ftatefman could his power fupport, 

Were lying tongues forbid the court? 

Did princely ears to truth attend, 
JWhac.minider could gain his end ^ 
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How could he ralfe bis tools to placq. 
And how his honed foes difgracc ? 

That politician tops his part, 
Who readily can lye witli art : 
The man 's proficient in his trade ; 
His power is ftrong, his fortune -s made. 
By that the intercft of the throne 
J« made fubfervicnt to his own: 
By that, have kings of old, deluded. 
All their-own friends for his excluded :s 
By that, his fe)fifh fchemcs purfuing. 
He thrives upon the public ruin. 

Antiochus *, with hardy pace, 
Provok'd the dangers of the chace-; 
And, lofl from all 4iis menial train, 
Traversed the wood and pathlefs plain. 
A cottage lodged the royal gueft ; 
The Parthian clown brought forth hk bci 
The King unknov/n his-fead enjoy'd. 
And vatious chat the hours employed. 
From wine what fuddcn friendfhip fpring 
.Frankly they talkM of courts and kings* 

«* VVc country-folks (the Clown replic 
'Could ope our graaious monarch's,eyes. 
Thc4iing, (as all our neighbours fay) 
^'light he (God blefs him !) have his wa 
4s found at heart, and means our goody 
And he would do it if he could. 

* Pktarch. 
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If truth in courts were not forbid, 
Kor kings nor fubjc6ls would be rid. 
Were he in power, we need not doubt him % 
But, that transferred to thofe about him, 
On them he throws the regal cares ; 
And what mind they ? Their own afFaifS. 
If fuch rapacious hands he trull,. 
The bcft of men may feem unjuft. 
From kings to cobblers 'tis the fame; 
Bad fervants wound their mafter's fame. 
In this our neighbours all agree : 
Would the King knew as much as we !'* 
Here he ftopt (hort. Rcpofe they- fought, 
,The Peafant flept, the Monarch thought. 

The courtiers learn'd, at early dawn, 
^^Where thpir loft Sovereign was withdrawn. 
The guards* approach our hoft alarms ; 
•With gaudy coats the cottage fwarms. 
The crown and purple robes ihey bring. 
And proftrate fall before the King. 
The Clown was call'd ; the royal gueft 
rBy due reward his thanks exprcft. 
The K.ing then, turning to the crowd. 
Who fawningly before him bow*d. 
Thus fpoke. " Since, -bent on private gain. 
Your counfels firft mifled my reign. 
Taught and iaforni'd by you alone, 
JJo truth the royal ear hath known. 
Till here converfmg : hence, ye crew; 
IPor now I know myfelf and you." 

6 Wlien 
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Wlienc'er the royal ear 's cnT;roft, 
"State-lyes but little genius colL 
The favourite then fecurcly rob?, 85 

And gleans a nation by his jobbs. 
Franker and bolder grovrn in ill. 
He daily poifons dares ir.ftilj 
And, a*? his prefcar views fviggcH:, 
Inflames or fooths the royal bread. 
Thus wicked mini;ii;:s oppriifs. 
When off the monarch means redrefs-. 

Would kings their private fubjeds hear, 
A minifter mull talk with fear; 
If honcfty oppos <l his views, 
He dar'd not innocence accufc j . 
'Tvvould keep him in i'ach narrow bound. 
He could not right and wrong confound. 
Happy were kings, could they difclofe 
Their real friends and real foes ! jq^ 

Were both themfeives and fubjc6l:s known, 
A monarch's will mi^ht be hisi own. 
Had he the ufc of ears hikI e\cs, 
Knaves would no more be counted wife. 
But then a minifter might lofe igs 

(Hard cafe !) his own ambitious views. 
When fuch as thcfe have vcx'd a ftatc, 
Pur(ued by univerfal hate, 
Their falfc fup}X)rt at once hath fail'd. 
And perfcvering truth prevail'd. hq 

Expos'd, their train of fraud is feen ; 
Truth will at laft remove the fcrccn. 

Vol. II. L A Country 
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A Country 'S<iuire, by whim dire6^ed» 
The true ftanch dogs of chac; negle6^cd. 
* Beneath his board no hound was fed : 
His hand ne'er ftroak'd the fpaniel's head. 
A fnappilh Cur, alone careft, 
By lyes had hanifli'd all th&refl. 
Yap had his car ; and defamation 
Gave him full fcope of cau-verfation. 
His fycophaots mull be preferr'd ; 
iRoom muft be made for all his herd : 
Wherefore, to bring his fchemes about, 
Old faithful fervants all muft out. 

The Cur on every creature flew 
(As other great men's puppies do), 
Unlefs due court to him were fliown, 
And both their face and bufinefs known : 
Ko honeft tongue an audience four.d; 
'He worried all tl»e tenants round ; 
For why? he liv'd in conftant fear, 
Led truth by chance fliould intcrfeic. 
If any (Iranger dar'd intiude, 
The noify Cur his heels purfued. 
^ow fierce with lage, now ftruck with dread. 
At once he fnarled, bit, and ficd.. 
Aloof he bays, with briftling liair, 
And thus in fcoet growls his fear: 
«» Who knows but Truth, in this difguife. 
May fruftrate my beft- guarded lyes ? 
Should Ihc (thus malk'd) admittance, find, 
.Tint very hour my ruin 's fign'd.'* 
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Now, in his liowl's continued foundy 
Their words were loft, the voice was drowii'd. 
Ever in ^rwe of iioneft tongues, 145 

Thus every day he ftrain^d his lungs. 

It happened, in ill-omen'd hour. 
That Yap, unmindful of his power, 
Forfook his poft, to love inclin'd 5^ 
A favourite bitch was in the wind. 150 

By her fedu&'d, in amorous play. 
They friflt'd tlie joyou* liours away, 
TItus by ixntimely love purfuing^ 
Like Antony he fought his ruin. 

For now the 'Squire, unvex'd with ncife, 155 
An honeft neighbour's chat enjoys. 
** Be frce> fays he j your mind impan $ 
I love a friendly open heart. 
Methinks my tenants ihun my gate ; 
Why fuch a ftranger grown of late f si# 

Pray tell me what olfencse they find t 
*Tis plain they Ve not (o well inclined."' 

t' T*rn off your Cur {the Farmer cries) 
Who feeds your ear with daily lyes. 
His fnarling infolence offends : 1(5 

*Tis he that keeps you from your friends^ 
Were but that faucy pup(>y checkt. 
You 'd find again tlie fame refpe^t. 
Hear only him, he *ll fwcar it too, 
That all our hatred is to you. 1 70 

But learn from us your true eftate; 
*Tis that curs'd Cur alone wc hate." 

L 1 Tht 
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The 'Squire heard Truth. Now Yap rufii*d in; 
The wide hall echoes with his din ; 
Yet Truth prcvail'd J and, with difgrace, 175 

The dog was cudgcl'd out of place. 

FABLE VII. 

THE COUNTRYMAN AND JUPITER. 

To Myfelf. 

YT AVE you a friend (look -round and fpy) 

-*-■*' So fonil, fo prepolTclVd as I ? 

Your faults, fo obvious to mankind. 

My partial eyes could never -find. 

When, by the breath of Fortune blown, 5 

Your airy caftles were o'erthrown, 

Have I been ever prone to blame, 

Or mortify 'd your hours with (hamc? 

Was 1 e'er known to damp your fpiritj 

Or twit you with the want of merit ? i« 

*Tis not fo ftranu^c that Fortune's frown 
Still perfeveres to keep you down. 
Look round, and fee tvbar otl eis do. 
Would you l>e rich and honcR too ? 
Have you (like thofe fhe rais'd to place) 15 

Tkcn op|X)riunely mean and bafc r 
Have you (as times requir'd.) reiiixnM 
Truih, honour, virtue, peace of mindf 
If thtfc are fcruples, give her o'er ; 
Write, pra6life moral*, and be poor. 2« 

The 
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The gifts of Fortune truly tate, \ 

Then tell me what would mend your ftate^ 
If happinefs on wealth were built, 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt. 
As grows the mifer's hoarded ftorc, z.% 

His fears, his wants, increafe the more. 

Think, Gay, (what ne*er may be the cafe) 
Should Fortune take you into grace. 
Would that your happinefs augment ? 
What can Ihe give beyond content ? %% 

Suppofe yourfelf a wealthy heir. 
With a vaft annual income clear! 
In all the affluence you poflPefs, 
You might not feel one care the lefs. 
Might you not then (like others) find 35 

With change of fortune change of mind ? 
Perhaps, profufe beyond all rule, 
You might ftart out a glaring fool; 
Your luxury might break all bounds ? 
Plate, table, horfes, flewards, hounds, 49 

Might fwell your debts : then, luft of pUy 
No regal income can defray. 
Sunk is all credit, writs afTail, 
And doom your futurtf life to gaol. 

Or, were you dignify *d with power, 45 

Would that avert one penfive hour ? 
You might give avarice its fwing, 
Defraud a nation, blind a king : ^ 

Then, from the hirelings in your caufe 
Though daily fed with falfe applaufe, 50 

L i • Could 
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Could it a real joy impart } 
Great guilt knew never joy at heart- 
Is happinefs your point in view ? 
(I mean th' intrinfk and the true) 
She nor in camps or courts refidesy ^^ 

Nor in the humble cottage hides ; 
Yet found alike in every fphere ; 
Who finds content, will find her there. 

0*erfpent with toil, beneath the (hade, 
A Peafant reded on his fpade. 4« 

** Good Gods I he cries, 'tis hard to bear 
This load of life from year to year ! 
Soon as the morning ftreaks the flues, 
Induftrious Labour bids me rife ; 
With fweat I earn my homely fare, 65 

And every day renews my care." 

Jove heard the difcontented Arain, 
And thus rcbuk'd the murmuring fwain. 

** Speak out your wants, then, honcft Friend : 
Unjuft complaints the gods offend. 7* 

If you repine at partial Fate, 
Inftruft me what could mend your (late. 
Mankind in every ftation fee. 
What wifli you ? tell me what you 'd be." 

So faid, upborne upon a cloud, 75 

The Clown furvcy'd the anxious crowd, 

" Yon' face of care, fays Jove, behold. 
His bulky bags are filPd with gold. 
Sec with what joy he counts it o*er ! 
That fum to-day hath fwell'd his llorc.** 8c 



F A B L E S. . PartIL 151 

**' Were I that man, (the Pcafant cry'd) 
What blcfling could I afk hcCde ?'* 

«* Hold, fays the God ; firft learn to know 
True happincfs from outward ihow. 
This optic glafs of intuition— 85 

Here, take it, view his true condition." ' 

He look'd, and faw the mifcr's breaft 
A troublefl ocean, ne'er at rei! ; 
Want ever ftares him in the face, 
And fear anticipates difgrace : 99 

With confcious guilt he faw him flart | 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart ; 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
His bread admits one happy gleam. 

** May Jove, he cries, rejedt my prayer, 95 

And guard my life from guilt and care 1 
My foul abhors that wretch's fate. 

keep me in mv humble (late! 
But fee, amidft a gawdy crowd. 

Yon* minifter fo gay and proud • iqq 

On him' what happinefs attends, 

Who ihiis rewards his grateful friends !*' 

" Firfl take the glafs, the God replies 5 
Man views the world with partial eyes." 

" Good Gods ! exclaims the flartled wight,- 105 . 
Defend me from this hideous fight ! 
Corruption with corrofive fmart 
Lies cankering on his guilty heart : 

1 fee him with polluted hand 

Sj>read the contagion o*er the land. , . 1 r» 

L 4 - No«f 
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Now Avarice with infatiate jaws, 

Now Rapine with her harpy claws, 

His bofom tears. His confcious bread 

Groans with a load of crimes oppieft. 

See him, mad and drunk with power, 115 

Stand tottering on Ambition's tower. 

Sometimes, in fpeeches vain and pr(^d. 

His boafis infult the nether crowd ; 

Now, fciz'd with giddinefs and fear. 

He trembles left his fall is near." i2» 

" Was ever wretch like this ! he cries ; 
Such mifery in fucli difijjuife I 
The change, O Jove ! I difavow; 
Still be my lot the fpadc and plough." 

He next, coniirnrd by fpeculation, 1x5 

Hejccls the lawyer's occupation; 
For he the llatcfman fccm'd in part, 
And bore fimilitude of heart. 
Nor did the lokiicr's trade inflame 
His hu^es with third of fpoil and fame, i^ir 

The nifr'trics of war he mourn'd ; 
Whole nations into defcrts turn'd. 

** By thcfc have laws and rights been brav'd; 
By thcfe was free-born man cnflav'dt 
When battles and invafion ceafe, ijj 

Why fwarm they in the lands of peace ? 
Such change (fays he) may 1 decline; 
'J he fcythe and civil arms be mine 1" 

Thus, weighing life in each condition^ 
The Clown withdrew his raih petition. 149 

When 
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When thus the God : " How mortals err I 
If you true happinefs prefer, 
'Tis to no rank of life confinM, 
But dwells in every honeft mind. 
Be juftice then your fole purfuic : 145 

Plant virtue, and content *£ the fruit.** 

So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 
Where firft he found him, fet him down* 

FABLE VIIL 

THE MAN, THE CAT, THE DOG, AND THE FLY. 

To my native Country. 

TT AIL, happy land ! whofe" fertile grounds 

■*• •*■ The liquid fence of Neptune bounds j 

By bounteous Nature fet apart, ■ 

The feat of Induftry and Art t 

O Britain ? chofen port of trade, ^ 

May luxury ne'er tliy (bns invade ^ 

May never minifter (intent * 

His private treafures to augment) 

Corrupt thy ftate ! If jealous foes 

Thy rights of commerce dare oppofe, |«» 

Shall not thy fleets their rapine awe ? 

Who is 't prefcribes the ocean law ? 

Whenever neighbouring ftates contend, 
*Tis thine to be the general friend. 
What is 't who rules in other lands ? t^ 

On trade alone thy glory {lands i 

« That 
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That- benefit is unconfin'd, 

Diffufing good among mankind : 

That firft gave luftre to thy reigns, . 

And fcatterM plenty o*cr thy plains : s 

'Tis that alone thy wealth fupplies, 

And draws .all Europe's envious eyes.- 

Be commerce, then j thy fole defign ; 

Keep that, and all the world is thine. 

When naval traflEc plows the main, a^ 

Who (hares not in the merchant*s gain ? 
'Tis that fupporn the regal (late. 
And makes the farmer's heart elate : 
The numerous flocks that cloathe the land 
Can fcarce fupply the loom*s demand; 3* 

Prolific culture glads the fields, 
And the bare heath a harveft yields. 

Nature expefts mankind (hould (hare 
The duties of the public care. 
Who 's born for (loth ? * To fome we find . 3 5 
The ploughfhare's annual toil alTign'd : 
Some at the founding anvil glow-; 
Some the fwift-fliding (huttle throw; 
Some, (tudious of the wind and tide. 
From pole. to pole our commerce guide : 40 

Some (taught by induftry) impart 
With hands and feet the. works of art 4 
While fome, of genius more refin'd. 
With head and tongue ailid mankind* 
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Each,, aiming at one coramon end. 
Proves to the whole a needful friend- 
Thus, l)OBn each other's ufeful aidy 
By turns are obligations paid. 

The monarch, when his table *s fpre 
Is to the clown obliged for bread ; 
And, when in all his glory dreft^ 
Owes to the loom his royal vcft. 
Do not the mafon's toil and care 
Prote6t him from th' inclement air ? 
Does not the cutler's art fupply 
The ornament that guards his thigh } 
All thefe, in duty to the throhe. 
Their common obligations own. 
'Tis he (his own and people's caufe) 
Protefts their properties and laws. 
Thus they their honeft toil employ. 
And with content the fruits enjoy. 
In every rank, or great or fmall, 
*ris induftry fupports us all. 

The animals, by want opprefs'd. 
To man their fervices addrefsM : 
While each purfued their felfilh good,. 
They hunger'd for precarious food : 
Their hours with anxious cares were v« 
One day they fed, and ftarv'd the next 
They faw that plenty, fure and rife, 
Was found alone in focial life ; 
That mutual induftry profefs'd, 
The various wants of man redrefs'd* 
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The Cat, half famifh\l, lean and weak, 7 

Demands the privilege to fpeak. 

" Well, Pufs, (fays Man) and what can you 
To benefit the public do ?** 

The Cat replies, *< Thefe teeth, thefe claws, 
With vigilance fhall ferve the caufe. S , 

The moufe, deftroy*d by my purfuit. 
No longer fliall your fcafls pollute ; 
Nor rats, from nightly ambufcade. 
With wafteful teeth your flores invade.'* 

** I grant, fays Man, to general ufe S5 

Your parts and talents may conduce ; 
For rats and mice purloin our grain. 
And threfliers whirl the flail in vain : 
Thus fhall the Cat, a foe to fpoil, 
'' Proteft the farmer's honefl: toil." 

Then turning to the Dog, he cry*d, 
" Well, Sir, be next your merits try'd.'* 

" Sir, fays the Dog, by fclf-applaufe 
We feem to own a friend lefs caufe. 
Alk thofe who know me, if diftruft 
E'er found me treacherous or unjuft ? 
Did I e'er faith or fricndfhip break ? 
Alk all thofe creatures ; let them fpeak. 
My vigilance and trufly zeal 
Perhaps might ferve the public weal. io«i 

Might not your flocks in fafcty feed, 
Were I to guard the fleecy breed ? 
Did 1 the nightly watches keep. 
Could thieves invade you while you ilecp ?** 

The 
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The Man replies. «* 'Tis juft and rigb 
Rewards fuch fer\ice fliould requite 
So rare, in prc^erty, wc find 
Truft uncorriipt among mankind. 
That, taken in a public view, 
The firft diftindHon is your due. 
"Such merits all reward tranfccnd : 
Be then my comrade and my friend.** 

AdrcfTinp: now the Fly : ** From you 
What public fervicc can accrue ?" 
"** From mc ! (the fluttering m(c€t faid) 
I thought you knew me better bred. 
Sir, I 'm a gentleman. Is *t fit 
That I to induflry fubmit ? 
Let mean mechanics, to l>c fed, 
I>y bufincfs earn ignoble bread ; 
Jvoft in cxccTs of daily joys, 
Ko rhoLujht, no care, mv^'life annoys. 
At noon (the lady's matin hour) , 

T On the tea's delicious flower. 
On cateb luxurioufly I dine. 
And drink the fragrance of the vine. 
Studious of elegance and cafe, 
Myfelf alone I feek to pleafe.'* 

The Man his pert conceit derides, 
And thus the ufclefs coxcomb chides : 

" Hence, from that peach, that downy 
No idle fool deferves to cat. 
•C'o^ld you have fapp'd the blufning lind. 
And on tliat pulp ambrofial din'd ; 
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Had nbt fome hand, with Ikill and toil, ^35 

To raife the tree, prepar'd the foil ? 
Confidcr, Sot, what would enfue, 
Were all fuch worthlefs things as you. 
You *d foon be forced (by hunger ftung) 
* To make your dirty meals on dung, •14« 

On which fuch defpicable need, 
Unpitied, is reduc'd to feed. 
Befides, vain felfi(h Infe£l:, learn, 
(If you can right and wrong difcern) 
That he who, with induftrious zeal, 145 

Contributes to the public weal, 
By adding to the common good. 
His own hath rightly underftoodi'* 

So faying, with a fudden blow 
He laid the noxious vagrant low. 150 

Crulh'd in his luxury and pride. 
The fpunger on the publick dy'd. 



FABLE IX. 

THE JACKALL, LEOPARD, AND OTHER BEASt«. 
To a modern Politician. 

I GRANT corruption fways mankind ; 
That intereft, too, perverts the mind ; 
That bribes have blinded common fenfe, 
Foil'd rcafon, truth, and eloquence : 
I grant you, tbo, our prcfent crimes 5 

Can equal thofe of former times. 
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'Againft plain fa^s (hall I engage. 

To vindicate our righteous age ? 

I know that in a modern fift 
■^ribes in full energy fuhiift. 

Since then thefe arguments prevail, 

And itching palms are ftill fa frail, 

Hence Politicians, you fuggeft, 

Should drive the nail that goes the bcft| 
"That it ihows parts and penetration, 

To ply men with the right temptation* 
To this I humbly muft dilfcnt, 

Premifing, no refle6Hon *s meant. 

Does juftice or the client's fenfe 
■ Teach lawyers cither fide's defence ? 

The fee gives eloquence its fpirit ; 

That only is the client's merit. 

Does art, wit, wifdom, or addrcfs, 

Obtain the proftitutc's carcfs ? 
' The guinea (as in other trades) 

From every hand alike perfuades. 

Man, -^ScriiKure fays, is prone to evil; 

But does that vindicate the devil? 

Bcfidey, the more mankind -are prone, 
'The lefs the devil's parts are ihown. 

Corruption *s not of mode|^n date ; 

It hath been try'd in every flate ; 

(jreat knaves of old their power have fenc* 

By places, penfions, bribes, difpens'd ; 
TiJy thefe they glory 'd in fucccfk, 

Ahd impudently xlar'd opprefs } 



4* 



rto GAY'S P O E IVi S. 

By thefc (lefpoticl)' they fwayVl, 
And flavt'S extoU'cl the hand that pay*d; 
Nor parrs nor genius were cn-.ploy'd, 
. By thtTc alone were realms dcflroyM. 

Now fee thcfe wretches in difgrace, 
Stript of their trcafu res, power, and place ; 
View them aharicioa'd and forlorn, 
Expos'd to fuch reproach and fcorn. 
Whnt ii0\V is all your pride, your hoafl ? 45 

\Vhjrc are your flaves, your flattering hoft? 
Whnt toiii^ues now feed you with app'aufe? 
Whcr.: are the champions of your caufc ? 
Now ev'n th: t vcrv fawning train, 
Which Ihar'd the gL-anings of your gain, ^# 

l-^refa forcmoft who fiiall iirrt accufe 
Your feififti johhs, your paltry views, 
Your n-arrow fcl;t,*mcs, your hrcacli of trufl:, 
And want of talents to be jufl. 

A\'hai: fools '.vcre thcfe amidft their power ! 55 
How fhoufih'lcrs of iliv.ir advcrfe hour ! 
What'fiieiuK were un;ie r A hireiiiig herd, 
F(>r tempornrv voles preferred. 
Was it thefe fycophants to get, 
'^'our hour.tv fweli'd a nati(jn*s debt? 6* 

Y^ju 're bit : for ihcfc, like Swifs, attend ; 
No longer pay, no longer fiiend. 

The Lion is (beyond diipuie) 
AllowM the moll m;^ijllic brute; 
M'is valour and his generous mind 65 

I'rovc him fuperior of his kind : 

Yec 



FAB L E 8. PAii;r IL 461 

Yci to Jackalls (as 'ds averr'd) 

Some Lions have their power transfcrrMj 

As if the parts of prmpsand fpies 

To govern forcfts could fufHce. 70 

Once, fludious of his private good, 
A proud Jackall oppwfs'd the wood} 
To cram his own infatiate jaws, 
Invaded property and Jaws. 

The foreft groans with difcontcnt, 75 * 

Frefli wrongs the general hate foment. 
The fpreading nHirmurs rcach'd his ear 5 
His fecret hours were vex*d with fear. 
Night after night he weighs the cafe. 
And feels the terrors of difgrace. • So 

" By friends (fays be) 1 11 guard my feat. 
By thofe malicious tongues defeat ; t 

1 '11 ftrengthcn power by new allies, 
And all my clamorous foes defpifc.*' 

To make the generous l)eafts his friends, S5 
He cringes, fawns, and condefcends ; 
But thofe rcpulsM his abje£k court. 
And fcorn'd oppreflion to fupport. 
Friends muil be had. He can't fubfiil. 
Bribes ihall new profelytes inlifl : 9* 

But thefc nought weigh'd in honed paws \ 
For bril)es confefs a wicked caufc : 
Yet think not every paw withflands 
W^liat hath prevailed in human hands. 

A tempting turnip's filver (kin 95 

Drew a bafe Hog through thick and ih'n : 

Vol. n. M Bought 
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B< tigltt with a Stag's delicious haunchf 

Tlie mercenary Wolf was ftanch : 

The convert Fox grew warm end hcaarty, 

A pullet gaia*d him to the party : !•• 

The golden*pippin in his fid, 

A chattering Monkey joinM the lift. ' 

But Toon, exposed to public hate. 
The favourite's fall redrcfs'd the ftatc. 
The Leopard, vindicating right, ro5 

Had brought his fecrct frauds to light. 
As rats, before the manfion falls, 
Dcfert late hofpitable walls, 
In Ihoals the fervilc creatures run. 
To bow before the rifing fun. 410 

The Hog with warmth exprefs*d hi^ ccal. 
And was for hanging thofe that fteal j 
But hop'd, though low, the public hoard 
Might half a turnip ftill afford. 
Since faving meafures were profeft, «>i^ 

A lamb's head was the Wolfs requeiL 
The Fox fubmitted, if to touch 
A gofling would be deem'd too much. 
The Monkey thought his grin and chatter 
Might aflt a nut, or fome fuch matter. -iso 

«* Ye Hirelings I hence ! (the Leopard cries) 
Your venal confcience I defpife. 
He, who the public good intends, 
By bribes needs never purchafe friends. 
Who a6ts this juft, this open part, im 

Is propt by every hoaeft heart. 

Corruption 



CABLES. PAUT IT. i«r 

Corruption now too late has (how'd^ 
/That bribes are alwa^-ili-beflow'd ; 
^By you y*ur bubbled mader 's taught, 
Time-feniog tooh, no^fncfids, are bottghc*** isiT 



F ABLE X 

THE D£GENERATB4EE«« 

To the Rev. Dr. Swift, Dean of St. Patrick V. 

■'TT HOUGH courts the praftice dtfallow, 
-■" A fiiend at all times I *il *row. 
In politics I know 'tis wrong; 
A fricnclfhip may belt ept too long; 
And what they cill the prudent patt, t 

Is to Wear intcreft next the heart. 
As the times take a different face. 
Old fricndlhips fhould ro new give pitte- 

I know, too, you have many foes. 
That owning you is Ihafing thdfe ; i# 

That every 'knave in every ftation^ 
Of high and low denomination, 
For what you fp<rak, and what you Write, 
Drcafl you at once, and bear you fpitc. 
Such freedoms in your works are (hown, le 

They can't enjoy what's not their own. 
Ail dunces, too,' in churdh and ftate, 
Jn frothy nonfcilfe flicw their hattj 

M a With 
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With all the petty fcribbling crew 
i(And thofe pert fots arc not a few), 30 

'Gain ft you and Pope their envy fpurt. 
r The bookfellers alone are hurt. 

Good Gods ! by what a powerful race 
•(For blockheads may have power and pliace) 
Are fcandals rais'd, and libels writ, 25 

To prove your honefty and wit ! 
Think witli yourfelf: thofe worthy men. 
You know, have fuffcr'd by your pen. 
From them you Ve nothing but your due. 
From hence, *tis plain, your friends arc few, 30 
Except myfclf, I know of none, 
Befides the wife and good alone. 
To fet the cafe in fairer light. 
My Fable (hall the reft recite, 
Whidi (though unlike our prefent ftate) 35 

1 for the moral's fake relate. 

A Bee of cunning, not of parts, 
Luxurious, negligent of arts. 
Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, 
■Greedy of power, but more of gain, 40 

Corruption fow'd throughout the hive : 
By petty rogues the great ones thrive. 

As power and wealth his views fupply*d, 
'Twas feen in overbearing pride. 
With him loud impudence had merit; 45 

The Bee of confcicnce wanted fpirit ; 
And thofe" who followed honour's rules 
Were laugh'd to fcorn for fqueamilh fools. 

Wcakh 
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Wealth clasm'd diftin^bion, favour^ gi'^e,^ 

■And poverty alone was bafe. ^ 

He treated induftry with flight, 

Unlefs he found his profit by 't. 

RightSy. lawsy and liberties, give way. 

To bring his felfiib fcheir»es in play. 

Th^fwarm forg,dt the common to 1,. 55 

To ^are the gleanings of his fpoil. 

Wtilc vtilgar fouls, of narrow parts. 
Wade life in Iqw mechanic arts> 
Let us (fays he), to genius born. 
The drudgery of our fathers fcorn^ 60 

The Wafp and Drone, you muft agree. 
Live with more elegance than we. 
Like* gentlemen they fport and play ; 
No bufincfs. interrupts the day: 
Their hours to luxury they give, 65 

And nobly on their neighbours live. 
A ftubborn Bee, among the fvvarni. 
With honed indignation warm, 
Thus from his cell with zeal reply'd : 

<* I (light thy frowns, and hate thy pride. 7* 
The laws our native rights prote£t j 
Offending tliee, I thofe. refpeft. 
Shall luxury corrupt the hive. 
And none againft the torrent drive ? 
Exert the honour of your race ; 5^5 

He builds; his rife on your difgricc, 
'Tis indudry our date maintains •, 
^Xwas honed toil and honed gains 

, M 3 That 
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That rais'd our fire^ to power and fame. 
Be virtuous; fave yourfelves from ihaipe. ft- 

Know that, in felfi(h ends purfuing, 
' You fcramble for the public nMn.**" 

He fpoke ; and, from his cell difmifs-d^. 
Was infolcntly fcofF'dand hifs'd; 
With him a fticnd or two refign'd, . iT; 

Difdaining the degenerate kind. 

" Thefe Drones (fays he), thefe infc£l:$ vite, 
(I treat them in their proper ftyle) 
May for a timeopprefs the flate : 
They own eor virtue by their hate} ^i^. 

By that our merits they reveal. 
And recommend our public zeal; 
J)ifgrae'd by this corrupted crew, 
.We're honour^ by the virtuous fewi 



FABLE XL 

THE PACK-H0R8B AND THE CAHmilU 

To a young Nobleman. 

'DEGIN, my Lord, in early youth; 

^ To fufFcr, nay, encourage truth { 

And blame me not for difrefpe^l, 

If I the flatterer*s ftylc rejeft 5 

With that, by menial tongues fupply'd; • 

You *w daily cocker'd Ujp in pride. 

Tht 
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The tree 's diftioguiih'd by the fruic 
Be virtue then your firft purfuit ; 
Set your great ancedors in view. 
Like them deferve the title tcx> ; t« 

I^ike them ignoble anions fcom $ 
Let virtue prove you greatly born. 
. Though with left plate tlieir (ide-board Ihooe^ 
Their confcience always was their own; 
They ne'er at levees meanly fawn'd, 15 

Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd j 
^ Their hands, by no corruption flain'd. 
The minifterial bribe difdain'd ,• 
They ferv'd the crown with loyal zeaU 
Yet, jealous of the public weal, ' ao 

They flood the bulwark of our laws. 
And wore at heart their country's caufci- 
By neither place or peniion bought, 
They fpoke and voted as they thought. 
Thus did your fires adorn their feat ; 95 

And fuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning flight. 
You 're but a dunce in (Ironger li^ht. 
In foremoil rank the coward plac'd,. 
Is more confpicuoufly difgrac'd. 30 

If you, to ferve a paltry end, 
To knavifh jobbs can condefcend. 
We pay you the contempt that 's due ; 
In that you have precedence too. 

Whence had you this illuilrious name ? 3 j 

X^om virtue and unblcmifli'd fame. 

M 4 By 
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By birth the name alone defcends; 
Your honour on yourfelf depends r 
Think not your coronet can hide 
"AiTuming ignorance and pride. ^ 

Learning by ftudy muft be won ; 
' Twas ne'er entail'd from fon to fon. 
Superior worth your Fank requires 5 
For that mankind reveres your fires : 
. If you degenerate from your race, ^- 

■jl'hcir merits heighten your difgrace. 

A Carrier, every night and morn. 
Would fee his horfes eat their corn : 
This funk the hoftler's vails, 'tis true ; 
*But then his horfes had their due. , ^ 

Were we fo cautious in all cafes, 
Small gain would rife from greater places. 

The manger now had all its meafure ; 
He heard the grinding teeth with pleafure ; 
When all at once confulion rung ; ce 

They fnoried, joflled, bit, and flung. 
A Pack-horfe turn'd his head afide, 
Foaming, Iris eye-balls fwell'd with pride. 

** Good Gv'els ! (fays he) how hard 's my lot !' 
• Is then my hii^h defcent forgot ? 6# 

Reduced to drudgery and difgrace 
(A life unworthy of my race), 
Muft I, too, bear the vile attacks 
Of ragged fcrubs and vulgar hacks ? 
. See fcurvy Roan, that brute ill-bred, 65 

Dares from the manger thruft my head f • • 

ShaU 
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Shall I, wlio boaft a noble line. 

On otFals of thcfc creatures dine ? 

Kick'd by old' Ball ! fo meant a foe I 

My honour futfers by the blow. 70 

Ncwraarkct fpeaks my grandfire*8 fame | 

All jockeys ftiD revere his name: 

There, yearly, are his triumph^ told. 

There all his mafly plates enroll'd. 

Whene'er led forth upon the plain, ' 75 

You faw him with a livery train j. 

Returning, too, with laurels crown'd, 

You heard the drums and trumpets found* 

Let it then. Sir, be underftood, 

iRefpe<$l *s my due, fort have blood." 80 

** Vain-glorious fool ! (the Carrier cry'd) 
Refpcft was never paid to pride. 
Know 'twas thy grddy wilful heart 
Reduc'd thee to tliis llavilh part. 
Did not thy headflrong youth difdain 85 

To learn the condu6t of the rein ? 
Thus coxcombs, blind to real merits 
In vicious frolics fancy fpirit.^ 
What is't to me by wliom begot,. 
Thou reflive, pert, conceited foe? 50* 

Your fires I reverence ; 'tis their due s 
But, worthlefs fool, what 's that to you ? 
Aik all the Carriers on the road, 
They *11 lay, thy keeping *s ill beftow'd ;» 
Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 1^5 

V That neitlier mends thy ftrength or pace. 

What 
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What profits mcthy boaft of blood ? 

An afs hath more intrintic good. 

By outward fhow let 's not be cheated i 

An afs ihould like an afs be cxeated.'* se«^ 



FA B L E XIT: 

PAN AND PORTVNB. • 

To a young Heir. 

SOON as your father's death was known,. 
(As if th* eftate had b.cen their own) 
The gamefVcrs outwardly exprcft 
The decent joy within your bread. 
So lavifli in your praife they grew, ^ 5: 

As Tpoke their certain hopes in you. 

One counts your income of the year^ . 
How much in ready money clear.. 

*< No houfe, fays he, is more complete j 
The garden *i elegant and great. 1% 

How fine the park around it lies I 
The timber 's of a noble fize. 
Then count his jewels and his plate. 
Befides, ^tis no entail'd eftate. 
If ca(h run low, his lands in fee 15 

Are, or for fale or mortgage, free." 

Thus they, before you threw th^ xnaiOji 
:9ecm to anticipate their gain. 

Would 



TA B li E S. 1»AIMP IK t7» 

Would you, when thieves are known abroad^ 
Bring fbnh your treafures in the road ? %9 

Would.not the fool abet the fleakh^. 
Who raflily thus exposed his wealth ? 
Yet this you do, whene'er yon play 
Among the gentlemen of prey. ^ 

Could fools to keep their own contrive, 15 

On what, onwhopiy could gamefters thrive > 
Is it in charity you^^me. 
To fave your worthy gang from, ihame ? 
Unlefs you furni(h*d daily bread. 
Which way could idlenefs lie fed ?. 3^ 

Could thefe profefTors of deceit 
Within the law no longer cheat, 
They muft run bolder rilks for prey,- 

And ftrip the traveller on the way. 

Thus in your annual rents they fhare,. 35 

And 'fcape the noofe from year to year, 

Confider, ere you make the bett. 
That fum might crofs your taylor's debt. 

When you the pilfering rattle fhake. 

Is not your honour, too, at flgke ? 4,(1 

Muft you not by mean lyes evade 

To-morrow's duns from every tradti- - 

By promifes fo often paid. 

Is yet your taylor's bill defrayed? 

J^uft you not pitifully fawn 45 

To have your butcher's writ withdrawn? 

This muft be done. In debts of play. 

Your honour fuffers no delay: 

Aa4 
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And not this year's and next year's rent 

"The fons of rapine can content. £o 

Look round, the wrecks of play behold, 
Eftates difmcmber*d, mortgaged, fold! 
Their owners now, to gaols confined. 
Show equal poverty of mind. 
Some, who the fpoil of knaves were made, 55 
Too late attempt to learn their trade. ^ 

Some, for the folly of one hour, 
Become the dirty tools of power; 
And, with the mercenary lift, 
*Upon coun-charity fubfift. ^ 

You'll find at laft this maxim true. 
Fools are the game which knaves purfue. 

The foreft (a whole century's fiiadc) 
Muft be one wafteful ruin made : 
»lSio mercy 's' (hewn to age or kind ; 65 

The general maflacre is fign'd. 
The park, too, iliares the dreadful fate. 
For duns grow louder at the gate. 
Stern clowns, obedient to the 'fcjuire, 
(What will not barbarous hands for hire ?) 70 
With brawny arms repeat the ftroke ; 
Fall'n are tlie elm and reverend oak. 
Through the long wood loud axes found. 
And Echo groans with every wound. 

To fee the defolation fprcad, 73 

Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head : 
His bofom now with fury burns; 
Beneath his hoof the dice he fpurns. 
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FABLES. Part 11. m 

Cards, too, in pecvilh paflion torn, 

The fport of whirUng winds arc borne. 80 

« To fnails inveterate hate I bear. 
Who fpoil the verdure of the year 5 
The caterpillar I dctefV, 
The blooming Spring's voracious peft ; 
The locuft, too, whofe ravenous hand «5 

Spreads fucklen fanzine o'er the land. 
But what are thefe ? the dice's throw 
At once hath laid a foreft low. 
The cards are dealt, the bctt is made, 
And the' wide park hath loft its fhadc. 90 

Thus is my kingdom's pride dcfacM, 
And all its antient glories wafte. 
All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing : 
•Tis thus flie meditates my ruin.; 
By Fortune, that falfe, fickle jade,. 95 

More havock in one hour is made, 
Than all the hungry infeft race, 
Combined, can in an age deface." 

Fortune, by chance, who near him paft, / 
O'cfheard the vile afperfion caft. >oo 

" Why, Pan, (fays fhe) what's all this rant? 
'Tis every country -bubble's cant. 
Am I the patronefs of vice ? 
Is 't I who cog or palm the dice? 
Did I the (huffling art reveal, »® J 

To mark the cards, or rangeg^he deal ? 
In all th' employments men purfue, 
I mind the Icaft what gamefters do. 

There 



There may (if computation's juft) 

One now>and then my conduft trufV. 'T\m 

I blame thefboU for what can I, 

When nincty*nine my power defy? 

Thcfc truil alone their fingers' ends, 

And not one (lake on me depends. 

Whene'er the gaming-board < is fet, :t'<5 

Two clades of mankind are met } 

But, if we count the greedy race. 

The knaves fill up the greater fpace. 

'Tis a grofs error l^ld in fchools. 

That Fonune always favours fools. ^rao 

In play it never bears difpute ; 

That doflrine thefe fcll'd oaks confute. 

Then why to me fuch rancour ftiow^ 

*Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy foe. 

By me his late eftate he wooy «I9$^ 

But he by Folly )yas undone." 



.F A B L "E XIIL 

PLVTU&, CUPID, AND TIITB. 

F all the bunhens man mull bear. 
Time fcems moft galling and fevered 
Beneath this gricvouc load opprcfs'd. 
We daily meet fome friend diilrefii'd. 

« Wlwt can one do ? I rofe at nine^ 
^Eis full fix hours before we dine-i 
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.'Six hours ! no earthly thing to do f 
Would I had doz*d in bed till two !" 
A pamphlet is before him fpread. 
And almoft half a page is read ; 4# 

Tir'd with the ftudy of the day. 
The fluttering flieets are tofs'd away. 
He opes his fnufF-box, hums an air, 
Then yawns, and ftretchcs in his chair. 

« Not twenty, by the minute-hand I 15 

Good Gods, fays he, my watch muft ftand ! 
How muddling 'tis on books to pore ! 
I thought I *ad read an liour or more* 
' The morning, of all hours, I hate. 

.One can't contrive to rife too late." 10 

To make the minutes Mer run. 
Then, coo, his tirefome felf to fhun. 
To the next cofFee-houfe he fpeeds, 
* Takes up the news, fome fcraps he reads. ' 

Sauntering, from chair to chair he trails j A5 

I Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 

H&fpies a partner of his woe 5 
3y chat affli6Uons lighter. grow ; 
Each other's grievances they ihare. 
And thus their dreadful hours compate. ^ 

Says Tom, << Since all men muftcoafefs. 
That Time lies heavy, more or lefs, 
i Why ihould it be fo hard to get, 

f Till two, a parry at Piquet ? 

Play might relieve the lagging mom 1 35 

By cards long wintery nights are borne. 

7 3)ott 
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Does not Q^tdri]Ie amufe the fatr, 
Night after night, throughout the year ? 
Vapours and fpleen forgot, at play 
. They cheat uncounte<l hours away." ^i 

" My cafe, fays Will, then mud be hard. 
By want of fkill from play debarred. 
Courtiers kill tinie by various ways | 
Dependence wears out half their days. 
How happy thefe, whofc time ne'er ilands ? 4 
Attendance takes it off their hands. 
Were it not for this curfed Ihower, 
The Park had wild away an hour. 
At court, without or place or view, 
i d^ily lofe an hour or two : .5c 

It fully anfwers n^y deiign, 
When I have pick'd up friends to dine j 
The tavern makes our burden light ; 
Wine puts our time and care to flight. 
At fix (hard cafe !) they call to pay. 5 ^ 

Where caaone go ? I hate the play« 
From fix till ten I tinlefs in fleep. 
One cannot fpend the hours (o cheap. 
The comedy 's no fooncr done. 
But fome afliembly is begun ; €0 

Loitering from room to room I- dray, 
Converfe, but nothing bear or fay 2 
Quite tir'd, from fair to fair I roam. 
So foon 1 I dread the thoughts of home. 
From thence, to quicken (low-pac^d night, 65 

Again my tavcrn-fricnds invite : 

z Here, 
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Here, too, our early mornings pafs, 
Till drowfy fleep retard the glafs." 

Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 
IjVnd make each other's cafe their own. 70 

Confider, friends, no hour rolls on 
But fomething of your grief is gone. 
Were you to fchemes of buiinefs bred, 
l)id you the paths of learning tread, 
•¥our hours, your days, would fly too faft j -75 
You *d then regret the minute pad. 
Time 's fugitive and light as wind ; 
*Tis- indolence that clogs your mind r 
That load from off \our fpirits fhake, 
You '11 own, and grieve for, your miftake. 80 

A while your thoughtlefs fpleen fufpcnd. 
Then read, and (if you can) attend. 

As Plutus, to divert his care, 
WalkM forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o'ertook his ftrutting pace. 85 

Each flar'd upon the ftranger's face. 
Till recolle£Uon fet them right. 
For each knew th' other but by fight. , 
After fome complimental talk. 
Time met them, bow'd, and join'd their walk. 90 
Their chat on varidus fubjefts ran, 
But mod, what each had done for man. 
Plutus alTumes a haughty air, ' 
Juft like our purfe- proud fellows here. 

<* Let kings, fays he, let cobblers tell, 95 

Whofe gifts among mankind excel. 

Vol. 11, N Confider 



Con(ider courts i what draws their train } 
Think you 'tis loyalty or gain ? 
'J hat flatefman hath the flrongcft hold^ 
. Whofe tool of politics is gold ; «oi0 

By that, in former reigns, 'tis (aid^ % 

The knave in power hath fenates led : # 

3y that alond he fway'd debates, 
Enrich'd himfelf, and beggarM ftates. 
Forego your boaft. You njuft conclude, ^ 105 
Tliat 's moft efteem'd that 's moft purfued. 
Think, too, .in what a woeful plight 
That wretch muft live whofe .pocket 's light. 
Are not his hours by want deprefk ? 
Penurious care corrodes his bread. 410 

'Without refpeft, or love, or friends. 
His folitary day dcfcends." 

" You might, fays Cupid, doubt my parts. 
My knowledge, too, in human hearts, 
-Should I the power of gold difpute, jj j 

Which great examples might confute. 
1 know, when nothing elfe prevails, 
Pcrfuafive money feldom fails ; 
That beauty, too, (like other wares) 
Its price, as well as conficience, bears. <ki 

Then marriage (as of late profell) 
Is but a money-jobb at bed. 
•Confent, compliance, may be fold ; 
But love 's beyond the price of gold* 
Smugglers there are, who, by retail, 125 

Expofe wiiac they call Love to falej 

£ttcfa 
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■Sttch bax^ins are an arrant cheat : 

You purchafe flattery and deceit. 

Thofc who true love have ever try*d 

(The common cares of life fupply'd) 130 

^o wants endure, no wlfhes makej 

iut every real joy paruke. 

All comfort on themfelves depends ; 

They want nor power, nor wealth, nor fiieAdf, 

jj^ovc, then, hath every blifs in (lore 5 135 

'Tis friend fliip, and 'tis fomcthing more. 

'£ach other every wifti they give : 

Not to know love, is not to live." 

Or love, or money, (Time reply M) 
Were men the queftion to decide, 140 

Would bear tlitf prize : on both intentj 
My boon 's negle£led or mif-fpent. 
''Tis I who meafure vital fpacc, 
And' deal out years to human race* 
Though little priz'd, and fcldom fought, 145 

Without me love and gold are nought. 
•How does the mifer time employ ? 
!Did I e*er fee him life enjoy ? 
®y me forfook, the hoards he won 
Are fcatter'd by his lavifli fon. 150 

•By me all ufeful arts are gairi'd j ♦ 

Wealth, learning, wifdom, is attairi'd. 
Who then would think (finte fuch my power) 
That e'er I knew art- idle hour ? 
So fubtle and fo fwift I fly, ,^5 

)Lovc 's not more fugitive than I. 

N 2 Wlio 
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Who hath not heard coquettes complain 
Of days, months, years, mif-fpent in vain ? 
For time mifus*d they pine and wade, 
And love's fweet pleafures never tafte. i'6o 

Thofe who dire6t their time aright, * 

If love or wealth their hopes excite. 
In each purfuit fit hours employ 'd, 
And both by time have been enjoy'd. 
How heedlefs then are mortals grown ! 1*65 

How little is their intereft known ! 
In every view they ought to mind me, 
For, when once loft, they never find mc.** 
He fpokc. The gods no more contcft. 
And his fupcrior gift confert, 1 70 

That Time (when truly underftood) 
Is the moil precious earthly good. 



FABLE XIV. 

THE OWL, THE -SWAN, THE COCK, THE SPIDER, 
THE ASS, AND THE FARMER. 

To a Mother. 

' /CONVERSING with your fprightly boys, 
^^ Your^ycs have fpokc the Mother's joys. 
With what delight I Ve heard you quote 
Their fayings in imperfeft note ! 

I grant, in body and in mind ^ 

Nature ap[)ears profuiely kind. 

* . Trull 
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Truft not to that. Aft you your part j 

Imprint juft niQrals on their heart; 

Impartially their talents fcan: 

Juft education forms the man. lo 

Perhaps (their genius yet unknown) 
Each lot of life '» already thrown ; 
Thar this ih all plead, the next fliall fight, 
The laft atlcrt the church's right. 
I cenfure not the fond intent ; 15 

But how precarious is th' event ! 
By talents mifapplyM and croft, 
Confider, all your fons are loft. 

One day (the tale *s by Martial pcnn'd) 
A father thus addrefs'd his friend : a* 

" To train my boy, and call forth fenfe, 
You know I 've ftuck at no expence ; 
I *ve try'd him in the feveral arts; 
(The lad, no doubt, liath latent parts) 
Yet, trying all, he nothing knows, 25 

But, crab-like, rather backward goes. 
Teach me what yet remains undone ; 
*Tis your advice fliall fix my fon.*' 

" Sir, fays the friend, I 've weighed the matter? 
Excufe me, for I fcojn to flatter : 30 

Make him (nor think his genius checkt) 
A herald or an architcfit.'* 

Perhaps (as commonly 'tis known) 
He heard th' advice, and took his own. 

The boy wants wit j he 's fent to fchool, 35 
Where learning but improves the fool. 

N 3 The 
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The college next mud give him parts,. 

And cram him with the liberal arts. , 

Whether he blunders at the bar, 

Or owes his infamy to war ; 49 

Or if by licence or degree 

The fexton (hare the doftor's fee \ 

Or from the pulpit by the hour 

He weekly floods of nonfenfe pour ; 

We find (th* intent of Nature foil'd) 45 

A taylor or a butcher fpoil'd. 

Thus miniftcrs have royal boons 
Conferr'd on blockheads and buffoons : 
In fpite of nature, merit, wit, 
Their friends for every poft were fit* 50 

But now let every Mufe confefs 
That merit finds its due fuccefs. 
Th' examples of our. davs regard ; 
Where 's virtue feen without reward ? 
DidinguifhM and in place you find 5^ 

Dcfert and worth of every kind. 
Survey the reverend bench, a^jd fee 
Religion, learning, piety : 
Tiie patron, ere he recommends. 
Sees his own image in his friend's. ' '60 

H honcfty difgrac*d and poor ? 
What is 't to us what was before? 

We all of times corrupt have heard. 
When paltry minions were preferr'd j 
When all great offices, by dozens, 65 

Were filVd by brothers, fons, and coufins. 

Wh«t 
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What matter ignorance and pride ? 

The man was happily ally'd. 

Provided that his clerk was good, 

What though he notliing underftood ? 70 

In church and ftatc the forry race 

Grew more confpicuous fools in place. 

Such heads, as then a treaty made, 

Nad bungled in the cobbler's trade. 

" Confider, Patrons, that fuch elves 75- 

Expofe your folly with tlicmfclves. 

'Tis yours, as 'tis the parent's care. 

To fix each genius in its fpherc. 

Your partial hand can wealth difpenfc,. 

But never give a blockhead fenfe. 60 

An Owl of magiderial air, 
Of folemn voice, of brow aufter?,, 
AlTum'd the pride of human race, 
And bore his wifdom in his face ; 
Not to depreciate learned eyes, S5 

I 've fcen' a jiedant look as wife. 

Within a barn, from noife retir'd. 
He fcornM the world, himfelf admir'd j 
And, like an ancient fage, coaceard 
The follies public life reveal'd, 90 

Philofophers of old, he read. 
Their country's youth to fcience bred, 
Their manners form'd for every flation. 
And deflin*d each his occupation. 
When Xcnophon, by numbers brav'd, 95 

Retreated, and a people fav'd, 

N 4 - That 
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That laurel was not all his own; 

The plant hy Socrates was fown. 

To Ariftotle's greater name 

The Macedonian ow*d his fame. loi 

Th' Athenian bird, with pride replete. 
Their talents equal'd in conceit. 
And, copying the Socratic rule, 
Set up for mafter of a fchool. 
Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart, 105 

Trite fentences, hard terms of art, 
To vulgar cars feem*d fo profound, 
They fancy 'd learning in the found. 

The fchool had fame ; the crowded place 
With pupils fwarm'd of every race. 1 10 

With theftf the Swan's maternal care 
Had lent her fcarcc-fledg'd cygnet heir : 
The Hen (though fond and loath to part) 
Here lodg'd the darling of her heart : 
The S|>idtr, of mecl\anic kind, n^ 

i\r|>ii'd u, fcience more refinM : 
The Afs learnt metaphors and tropes, 
But moft on mufic fix'd his hopes. 

The pupils now, advanc'd in age, 
Were call'd to tread life's bufy ftagc ; 1 10 

And to the Mafkr 'twas fubmicted, 
That each might to his part be fitted. 

♦* The Swan, fays he, in arms (hall {hinc ; 
The foldier's glorious toil be thine. 
' The Cock Ihall mighty wealth attain : 125 

Go, feek it on the (lormy main. 

The 
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The court fhall be the Spider's fphere : 
Power, fortune^ ihall reward him there. 

In mufic's art, the Afs's fame 
Shall emulate Corelli's name." i^ 

£aph took the part that he advis'd, 
And all were equally defpis'd. 
A Farmer^ at his folly mov'd, 
The dull Preceptor thus reprovM. 

" Blockhead, fays he, by what you Ve done, 135 
One would have thought them eadi your Ion ; 
For parents, to their offspring blind, 
Confult nor parts nor turn of mind, 
But ev'n in infancy decree 

What this, what th' other foa fhall be. 140 

Had you with judgement weigh'd the cafe^ 
Their genius thus had fix*d their place : 
The Swan had learnt the failor's art; 
The Cock had play'd the foldier's part j 
The Spider in the weaver's trade . 14^ 

With credit had a fortune made ; 
But for the foal, in every clafs. 
The blockhead had appear'd an Afs." 
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FABLE XV.. 

THE COOK-MAID, THE TURNSPIT, AND THE OX, 

To a poor Man. 

/CONSIDER man in every fphere, 
^^ Then tell me, is your lot fevcrc ? 
'Tis murmur, diftontent, diftruft, 
That makes you wretched. God is juft. 

I grant, the hungry muft be fed, 5 

That toil, too, earns thy daily bread. 
What then? Thy wants arc fcen and known j 
But ev^ry mortal feels his own. 
We *re born a reftlefs, needy crew : 
Shew me the happier man than you. !• 

Adam, though bled above his kind. 
For want of focial woman pin'd. 
Eve's wants the fubtle ferpent faw. 
Her fickle tafte tranfgrefs'd the law : 
Thus fell our fire ; and their difgracA 15 

The curfe entail'd on human race. 

When Philip's fon, by glory led, 
Had o*er the globe his empire fprcad ; 
When altars to his name were drefs'd ; 
That he was man, his tears confcfs'd. 20 

The hopes of avarice are check'd : 
The proud man always wants refpcft. 
What various wants on power attend ! 
Ambition never gains its end. 

1 Wli« 
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Who hath not heard the rich complain z^ 

Of furfeits and corporeal pain ? 

Me, barr'd from every ufe of weahh, 

Envies the ploughman^s ibrength and health* 

Another, in a beauteous wife 

Finds all the miferies of life t ^0> 

Domeitic jars and jealous fear 

Ifnbitter all his days with care. 

This wants an heir ; the line is loflri- 

Why was that vain entail engroft } 

Canfl thou difcern another's mind ? ^ 

What is 't you envy ? Envy *s blind.- 

Tell Envy, when flie would annoy, ^ 

That thoufands want what you enjoy. 

" The dinner muft be difli'd at one.. 
Where 's this vexatious Turnfpit gone ? 49 

Unlefs the ikulking Cur is caught, 
The furloin's fpoilt, and I *m in fault." 

Thus iaid, (for fure jrou *ll think it fit 
That I the Cook-maid's- oaths omit) 
With all the fury of a cook, 45 

Her cooler kitchen Nan forfook : • 
The broom ft ick o'er her head (he waves 1 
She fvveats, ihe damps, flie pufFs» ihe raves t 
The fneaking Cur before her flies ; 
She whiftles, calls ; fair fpeech ihe triea. «j^ 

Thefe nought avail. Her choler burns i 
The fiil and cudgel threat by turns* 
With hafty (bide ihe prefTe^ Bear ; 
He (links aloof, and howls with fcar» ^ 

«Wa» 
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" Was ever Cur fo curs'd ! (he cry'd) 55 

What ftar did at my birth prefide ! 
Am I for life by compaft bound 
To tread the wheel's eternal round ? 
Inglorious talk ! of all our race 
No Have is half fo mean and bafe.. (o 

Had Fate a kinder lot a(Iign*d, 
And form'd me of the lap-dog kind, 
I then, in higher life employed. 
Had indolence and eafe enjoy'd j 
And, like a gentleman, carcft^ ' 65 

Had been the lady's favourite gueft.: 
Or were I fprung from fpanicl line. 
Was his fagacious noflril mine, 
By me, tlicir never-erring guide, 
From wood a^d plain their feafts fupply'd, 70 

Knights, 'fquircs, attendant on my pace. 
Had ihai-'d the pleafures of the chace. 
Endued with native ilrength and fire, 
Why call d I not the lion fire ? 
A lion ! fuch mean views 1 fcorn ; 75 

Why was I ntjt of woman born ? 
Who dares with reafon*s power contend ? 
On man we brutal (laves depend : 
To him all creatures tribute pay. 
And luxury employs his day." 80 

An Ox by chance o'erheard his moan, 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone. 

** Dare you at partial Fate repine ? 
How kind 's your lot compar'd with mine ! 

Decreed 
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Decreed to toil, the barbarous knife S5 

Hath fever'd me from focial life ; 

Urg'd by the ddimulating goad, 

I drag the cumbrous waggon's load? 

'Tis mine to tame the ftubborn plain. 

Break the ftiff foil, and houfe the grain : 90 

Yet I without a murmur bear 

The various labours of the year. 

But tnen, confider, that one day 

(Perhaps the hour *s not far away) 

"You, by the duties of your poft, 95 

Shall turn the fpit when 1 'm the roaft ; 

And for reward fhall (hare the feaft, 

I mean, ihall pick my bones at leaft." 

*• Till now, th* aftonifli'd Cur replies, 
1 look'd on all with envious eyes. ro» 

How falfe we judge by what appears ! 
All creatures feel their fevcral cares. 
If thus yon* mighty beaft complains ; 
Perhaps man knows fuperior pains. 
' Cet eijvy then no more torment : 105 

Think on the Ox, and learn content. *' 

Thus faid, clofe following at her heel. 
With cheerful heart he mounts the wheeL 
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FABLE XVr. 

THE HAVEN, THE SEXTON, AND THE EARTH-'WOlLlf. 

To Laura. 

T AURA, methinks you *re over-nice, 

-*^ True ; flattery k a fliocking vice : 

Tet fure, whene'er the praife is juft. 

One may commend without difguft. ' 

Am I a privilege deny'd, «| 

IiMlulg*d by every tongue hefide i 

How lingular arc all your ways ! 

A woman, and a\5cfle to praife ! 

3[f *tis offence (uch trutlis to tell. 

Why do your merits thus excel ? «o 

Since then I dare not fpeak my mind, 
A truth confpicuous to mankind j 
Though in full luftre every grace 
Diftinguifli your celeftial face; 
Though beauties of inferior ray 15 

<(Like ftars before the orb of day) 
Turn pale and fade ; I check my lays. 
Admiring what I dare not praife. 

If you the tribute due difdain. 
The Mufe*s mortifying ftrain 
Shall, like a woman, in mere fpite, 
Set beauty in a moral light. 

Though fuch revenge might fhock the ear 
'*' Of many a celebrated fair^ 
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9 mean that fuperficial race %g 

Whofe thouglits ne'er reach beyond their face } 
%Vhat *s that to you ? I but difplcafe 
Such ever-girlifh ears as thefe. 
Virtue can brook the thoughts of age. 
That lads the fame through every ilage. 3^ 

Though ^ou by time mufi faifer mose 
Than ever woman loft before. 
To age is fuch indifference ihown. 
As if your face were not your own. 
Were you by Antoninus taught ? 3.5 

Or is it native flrength of thought 
That thus, without concern or fright. 
You view yourfclf by Reaiian's light ? 

Thofc eyes, of fo divine a ray, 
-What are they ? Mouldering, mortal clay. 40 
Thofe features, caft in heavenly mould, 
^hall, like my coarfer earth, grow old ; 
Like common grafs, the faireft flower 
Mud feel the hoary feafon's |>ower. 

How weak, how vain, is human pride t .4^ 
Bares man upon himfelf con£de ? 
The wretch, who gjlories in his gain, 
AmafTes heaps on heaps in vain. 
Why lofe we life in anxious cares» 
To lay-in hoards for futuxe years ? 59 

Can thofe (when tortur'd by difeafe) 
Cheer our (ick heart, or purchafe eafe? 
Can thofe prolong one gafp of breath. 
Or calm the troubled hour«of death? 

What't 
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What's beauty ? Call ye that your own ? 35 
A -flower that fades as foon as blown. 
What 's man in all his boaft of fway ■? 
Perhaps the tyrant of a day. 

Alike the laws of life take place 
rThrough every branch of human race. ^ 

The monarch of long regal line 
Was rais'd from duft as frail as mine. 
Can he pour licalth into his veins, 
Or cool the fever's reAlefs pains ? 
•Can he (worn down in Nature's courfe) '^^ 

New-brace his feeble nerves with force ? 
Can he (how vain is mortal power ! ) 
Stretch life beyond the deftin'd hour ? 

Confider, Man $ weigh well thy frame j 
'The king, the beggar, is the fame. ^o 

Duft form'd us all. Each breathes his day. 
Then finks into his native clay. 

Beneath a venerable yew. 
That in the lonely church-yard grew, 
"^wo Ravens fate. In folcmn croak 75 

Thus one his hungry friend befpoke. 

" Methinks I fcent'fome rich repaft j 
The favour ftrengthens with the bUft; 
Snuff then, the promis'd feaft inhale j 
1 tafte the carcafe in the gale. Sq 

Near yonder trees, the farmer's ftced. 
From toiband every drudgery freed, 
Hath groan'd his laft. A dainty treat ! 
To birds of taiUi delicious meat !" 

€ A Sexton 
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A Sexton, bufy at his trade, S5 

To hear their chat fufpcnch his fpade. 
Death flruek him with no farther thought. 
Than merely as the fees he brought. 
** Was ever two fuch blundering fowls, 
In brams and manners lefs than owls ! 90 

Blockheads, fays he, learn more rcfped): : 
Know ye on whom ye thus rcfleft ? 
In this fame grave (who does me right, 
Muft own tlic work is ftrong and tight) 
Xhe 'Squire, tKat yon* fair hall polTcA, 95 

To-night fhall lay his bones at reft. 
Whence could the grofs miftake proceed ? 
The "'Squire was fomewhat fat indeed. 
' What thcp ? the meaneft bird of prey 
Such want of fenfe could ne'er betray ; n}9 

For fure fome difference mult be found 
(Suppofe the frnclling organ found) 
In carcafTes (fay what we can), 
Or where *s the dignity of man ? " 

With due refpeft to human race, . 105 

The Ravens undertook the cafe. 
In fuch iimilitude of fccnt, 
Man ne'er could think rcfle£lions meant. 
As epicures extol a treat, ' 
And feem their favoury words to eat, 1 10 

They prais'd dead horfe, luxurious foodl 
The venifon of the prcfcient brood. 

The Sexton's indignation, mov'd. 
The mean comparifon reprov'd j 

Vol. II. O Their 
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Their undifccrning palate blam'd, 
Which two-legg*d carrion thus dcfam'd. ■ 

Reproachful fpecch from either fide 
The want of argument fupply'd : 
They rail, revile ; as oft^n ends 
The contcft of difputing friends. 

« Hold, fays the Fowl ; fincc human pi 
With confutation ne'er comply*d, 
Let 's ftate the cafe, and then refer * 
The knotty point, for taftc may err." 

As thus he fpokc, from out tlic moul4 
An Earth-worm, huge of fize, unroll'd 
His monftrous length : they ftrait agree 
To chufe him as their referee : 
So to th' experience of his jaws 
Each ftates the merits of the caufe. 

He pausM ; and, with a folemn toncy 
Thus made his fage opinion known : 

*• On carcafles of every kind 
This maw hath elegantly din'd j 
Provok'd by luxury or need, 
On beaft, or fowl, or man, I feed : 
Siuch fmall diftinftion 's in the favour. 
By turns I chufe the fancy*d flavour : 
Yet I muft own (that human beaft!) 
A glutton is the rank eft fcaft. 
Man, ceafe this boaft ; for human pride 
Hath various tra6ls to range bcfide. 
The prince who kept the world in awe, 
The judge whofc dictate fix'd the law, 



I 



FABLES. l^ARf II. 

The rich, the poor, the great, the fma 
Are levePd j death confounds them all 
Then think not that we reptiles (hare 
Such catcs, fuch elegance of fare ; 
The only true and real good 
pf man was never vermin's food : 
'Tis feated in th' immortal mind j 
' Virtue diftinguifhes mankind, 
And that (as yet ne'er harboured here)^ 
Mounts with the foul we know not w K^ 
So, Good-man Sexton, (ince the cafe 
Appears with fuch a dubious face. 
To neither I the caufe determine. 
For different tafles pleafe different vermia 
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AYE AND NO. 

A FABLE*. 

TN Fable all things hold difcourfej 

"*• Then Words, no doubt, muft talk of courfe^ 

Once on a time, near Cannon-row, 
Two hoftile adverbs, Aye and No, 
Were haflcninp: to the field of fight, 
And froiiL to noi n flood oppofitc 5 
Before each general join'd the van, 
Aye, the more courteous knight, began. 

" Stop, peevifli Panicle ! beware ! 
I 'n\ told you are not fuch a bear, 10 

But fometimes yield when ofFcr'd fair. 
Suffer yon* folks a while to tattle ; 
*Tis we who muft decide the battle. 
Whene'er we war on yonder ftage. 
With various fate and equal rage, 15 

The nation trembles at each blow 
That No gives Aye, and Aye gives No 5' 
Yet, in cxpenfive long contention. 
We gain nor office, grant, or pcnfion. 
Why then Ihould kinsfolks quarrel thus ? 
(For two of you make one of us.) 

• Taken from the Mifcellanies publilhed by 
Swift and Mr. Pope. 



} 



A F A B L £. if7 

To fome wife flatefman let us go, 

Where each his proper ufc may know ; 

He may admit two fuch commanders^ 

And make thofe wait who ferv'd in Flanders. 25 

Let 's quarter on a great man's tongue, 

A treafury lord, not Maifter Young. 

Obfequious at his high command, 

Aye ihall march forth to tax the land ; 

Impeachments No can bed refift, 30 

And Aye fupport the Civil lift ; 

Aye, quick as Caefar, wins the day. 

And No, like Fabius, by delay. 

Sometimes in mutual fly difguife. 

Let Aye*s feem No's, and No's fecm Aye's 5 35 

Aye's be in courts denials meant. 

And No 's in' bifliops give confent." 

Thus Aye propos'd — and, for reply. 
No, for the firft time, anfwer'd Aye. 
They parted with a thoufand kifles, 40 

And fight e'er iince for pay, like Swiffcs. 
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DUKE UPON DUKE»r 
AN EXCELLENT NEW BAI^LAIt 

TO THE T¥NE 0F> CHEVT-CHACB. 

'TT^O lordlings proud I tune my lay,. 
-■■ Who feaft in bower or hall : 
Though dukes they be, to duk^s I fay,. 
That pride will have a fi^U 

Now that this fame it is right footh. 

Full plainly doth appear. 
From what befel John duke of Guife *♦,. 

And Nic of Lancadere f , 

When Richard Coeur-de-Lion reign'd,. 

(Which means a lion's heart) 
Like him his barons rag'd and roar'd^. 

Each play'd a lion's part. 

A word and blow was then enough :. 

Such honour did them prick, 
If you but turn'd your cheek, a cufF; 

And, if your a — fe, a kick. 

* This humourous Ballad is afcribed to Mr. Gay 
conjefture only. It is among the Mifcellanics pu 
lilhed by Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope ; is there marked 
not the Dean's j and. has never been confidercd as JM 
Pope's. N. 

+ Sir John Guife. N. 

X Nicholas Lord Lechraere, Chancellor of tl 
Dutchy of Lancafler. N. 
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Look in their face, they tweak'd your nofe, 

At every turn fell to 't ; 
Come near, thcj trod upon your toes ; 

They fought from head to foot. 

Of thefe the duke of Lancaftere 

Stood paramount in pride ; 
He kick'd and cufTd, and tweak'd and tro4 

His foes, and friends beljde. 
Firm on his front his beaver fate ; 

So broad, it hid his chin ; 
For why ? he deemed no man his mate^ 

And fear'd to tan his Ikin. 

With Spanifli wool he dy'd his cheeky 

With cfTence oil'd his hair; 
No vixen civet-cat fo fweet. 

Nor could fo fcratch and tear. 

Right tall he made himfelf to ihow. 

Though made full ihort by God : 
And, when all other dukes did bow. 

This duke did only nod. 

Yet courteous, blithe, and debonnair^ 

To Guife's duke was he : 
Was ever fuch a loving pair ? 

How could they difagree ? 

Oh, thus it was : he lov'd him dear^ 

And cad how to requite him ; 
And, having no friend left bjut tliis. 

He deem*d it meet to fight him. 

O 4 Forth- 
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Forthwith be drcnch'd his defpcnrte quill. 

And thus he did indite : 
*' TTiis eve at whift ourfelf will play, 

" Sir Duke 1 be here to-night." 
" Ah no I ah no !*' the guilelefs Guifc 

Demurely did reply ; 
** I cannot go, nor yet can ftand, 

** So fore the gout have I.*' 

The duke in wrath calPd for his flccdf, 

And fiercely drove them on j 
Lord ! lord ! how rattled then thy ftonei^ 

O kingly Kenfington * ! 
All in a trice he rulhM on Guife, 

Thruft out his lady dear ; 
He tweak'd his nofe, trod on his toes^ 

And fmote him on the ear. 

But mark, how 'midfl: of viftory 

Fate plays her old dog-trick ! 
Up leap'd duke John, and knocked him dowp, 

And fo down fell duke Nic. 
Alas, oh Nic ! oh Nic, alas ! 

Right did thy goUip call thee : 
As who fhould fay, alas the day 

When John of Guife (hall maul thee I 
For on thee did he clap liis chair. 

And on that chair did fit ; 
And look'd as if he meant therein 

To do ■— what' was not fit. 

. * Lord Lechmere lived at Camden-houfe, near 
fington. N. 
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Up did (I thou look, oh woeful duke 1 

Thy mouth yet durft not ope, 
Certes for fear of finding there 

A t— d inftead of trope. 

** Lie there, thou caitiff vile !" quoth Guife, 

" "So/ieet is here to fave thee : 
" The cafement it is ihut likewife i 

" Beneath my feet I have ^hee. 

** If thou haft aught to fpeak, fpeak out,** 

Then Lancaftere did cry, 
" Know*ft thou not me, nor yet thyfclf ? 

" Who thou, and who am I ? 

" Know'ft thou not me, who (God be pnds'd I) 

** Have brawl'd and quarreled more, 
" Than all the line of Lancaftere, 

" That battled heretofore ? 

" In fenates fam'd for many a fpeech, 
" And (what fome awe muft give ye, 

" Though laid thus low beneath thy breech) 
•* Still of the council privy j 

** Still of the dutcby chancellor : 

" Durante life I have it ; 
" And turn, as now thou doft on me, 

" Mine a— e on them that gave it." 

But now the fervants they rufli'd in ; 

And duke Nic. up leaped he : 
" I will not cope againft fuch odds, 

<^ But, Guife 1 1 11 fight with thee : 

" To-monow 
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** To-morrow with thee will I fight 
" Under the green-wood tree.'* 

" No, not to-morrow, but to-night" 
(Quoth Guife) " I '11 fight witli thee." 

And now the fun declining low 
Bcftreak'd with blood the Ikies j 

When, with his fword at faddle-lx)vv. 
Rode forth the valiant Guife. 

Full gently pranc'd he o'er the lawn. 

Oft* rolPd his eyes around, 
And from the ftirrup ftretchM to find 

Who was not to be found. 

Long brandiih'd he the blade in air, 
Long look'd the field all o'er : 

At length he fpy'd the merry-men bro\^''n. 
And eke the coach and four. 

From out the boot bold Nicholas 

Did wave his wand fo white. 
As pointing out the gloomy glade 

Wherein he meant to fight. 

All in that dreadful hour fo calm 

Was Lancaftere to foe. 
As if he meant to take the air, 

Or only take a fee ; 

And fo he did — for to New Court 

His rolling wheels did run : 
Kot that he ihunn'd the doubtful flrifc j 

But bufinifs mud be done. 
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Back in the dark, by Brompton-park, 

He turnM up through the Gore \ 
So flunk to Camden-houfe fo high, 

All in his coach and four. 

Mean- while duke Guife did fret and fume, 

A fight it was to fee, 
Benumb-d beneath the evening dew 

Under the green-wood tree. 

Then, wet and weary, home he farM^ 

Sore muttering all the way, 
*< The day I meet him, Nic fhall rue 

** The cudgel of that day. 

•*- Mean time on every piHing-poft 

" Pafte we this recreant's name, 
♦* So that each pifler-by fliall read 

« And pifs againfr.thc fame." 

Now God preferve our gracious king^r 

And grant his nobles all 
May learn this leflbn from dukc-Nic, 

That prUe nvill h^tve a fall t 
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R A S T*0 RAL TRAGEDY. 



** Sunt numina amanti, 
» <« Saevit ct injufta lege relifta Venus." 

TiBULL. Eleg. T. Lib. i. 



drama'ti^ persons. 

EVANDER under the name of Lycidas. 

■Cleanthes. * 

•Shepherds, '' • 

WOMEN. 

X)iONE under the name of Alexis. 
Parthenia. 

Pu.AVRA. 

Scene, ARCADIA. 
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* A Tlainn at tie Foot of afieep craggy Mountain. 
» • * DIONE. .LJVURA. ^ 



LAtJRA. >> 

. 'tyU/'H'V doft thou fly me } Stay, unhappy fair, 
^ » . Seek not thefe horrid caTcrns of defpair; 

3*0 trjfce thy fleps, the midnight air I bore, 
Trod the brown defcrt, and un(b«lter*d moor i 
Three tin^ the lark has fung his matin lay, 
And rofe on dewy wing to meet the day, 
■ Since firft I found thee, ftretchM in penfivc mood, 
' Where laurels border Ladon's filver flood. 

J DIONE. 

O let my foul with grateful thanks o'erflow ! 
'Tis to thy hand my daily life I owe. 
Like the weak lamb, you rais'd me from the plain, 
' Too faint to bear bleak winds and beating rain } 
Each day I Ihare thy bowl and clean repaft. 
Each night thy roof defends the chilly blaft. 
But vain is all thy friendfliip, vain thy care j 
Forget a wretch abandon 'd to defpair. 

LAURA. 

Defpair will fly thee, when thou (halt imp*art 
The fatal fecret that torments thy hean ; 

Difclofe 
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» 
Difclofe thy forrows to my faithful ear, 

Inftruft thefe eyes to give thee tear for tear. 
Love, love 's the caufe j our forefts fpeak thy flac 
The rocks have learnt to figh Evander's name. 
If faultering ijiame thy bafhful tongue reftrain. 
If thou l\a(l look'd, and blu(h*d, and figh'd in vai 
Say, in wl^t grove thy lovely ihepherd ftrays, 
Tell me what mountains warble with his lays j 
Thither I *11 fpeed me, and with moving art 
Draw foft confcflions from his melting heart. 

'DIONE. * 

Thy generous care has touch'd my fecret woe. . 
Love bids thefe fcalding tears inceflant flow. 
Ill-fated love ! O fay, yc fylvan maids. 
Who range wide forefts and fequefter'd i];iadcs, 
Say whejre Evander bled, point out the ground 
That yet is purple with the favage wound. 
Yonder he lies ; I hear the bird of prey j 
High o*er thofe cUfFs the raven wings his way ; 
Hark how he croaks I he fcents the murder near. 

may no greedy beak his vifage tear ! 

Shield him, yc Cupids ; ftrip the Paphian grove, 
And ftrow unfading myrtle o'er my love ! 
Down, heaving heart. 

LAURA. 

— The mournful tale difclofe* 

DIONB. 

Let not ray tears intrude on thy repofe. 
Yet if thy friendfliip ftill the caufe requeft 5 

1 'li fpeak, though forrow rend my lal)0uring brci 

6 J 
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Know then, fair fhepherdefs, no honeft Twain 

Taught me the duties of the peaceful plain ; 

Unus'd to fwect content, no flocks I keep. 

Nor browzing goats that overhang the deep. 

Bom where Orchomenos' proud turrets (hi»c, 

I trace my birth from long illuftrious line, 

Why was I train'd amidft Arcadia's court ? 

Lore ever revels in that gay refort. 

Whene'er Evander pail, my fmitten heart 

Heav'd frequent iighs, and felt unufual fmart. 

Ah ! hadft thou feen with what fwee^ grace he mov'd I 

Yet why that wilh ? for Laura then had lov'd. 

LAURA. 

Didruft me not ; thy fecret wrongs impart. 

DJONE. 

Forgive the fallies of a breaking heart. 

Evander^s iiglA his mutual flame confefl, 

The growing pailion laboured id his breaii ; 

To me he came ; my heart with rapture fprung. 

To fee the bluihes, wlien his fauh^ring tongue 

Firft faid, I love. *My eyes confent reveal^ 

And plighted vows our faithful paflion feal : 

Where 's now the lovely youth j lie *8 loft, he *8 flain, 

And the pale code lies breathlefs on the plain f 

LAVRA. 

Are thus the hopes of conftant lovers paid ? 
If thus — ^ye Powers, kwa love defend the maid 1 
Vol. IL ^P dione. 
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.121 ONE. 

Now have twelve mornings warm'd the.purplc eaft. 
Since my dear hunter rouz*d the tulky bead; 
Swift flew the foaming monller through the wood. 
Swift as the wind, ^bis eager ileps purfued : 
*Twas ^hen the lavage turn'd j then fell the youth* 
And his dear blood diflain'd the barbarous tooth. 

LAURA. 

Was there none near ? no ready fuccour found ? 
Nor healing heilb to (launch the fpouting wound? 

DIONE. 
In vain through pathlef^ woods the hunters crefl. 
And fought with anxious eye their maftcr loft.; 
In vain their frequent hollows eccho'd Ihrill, 
And his lov'd name was fent from hill to hill ; 
Evander hears you aot. He 's loft, he 's ilain* . 
And the pale coidCeiies breathlefs on thAplain* 

LAURA. 

Has yet no clown (who, wandering from the way. 
Beats every bufh to raife the lamb aftray) 
Obferv'd the fatal fpot ? * 

DIONE. 

— O, if ye pafs 
Where purple murder dyes the withcr'd grafs. 
With pious finger gently clofe his eyes. 
And let his grave witli decent verdure rife. [Jf^teps, 

LAURA. 

Behold the turtle who has loft her mate ; 
Awhile with drooping wing ihe mourns hts fate; 

• SnUen, 
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' Sullen » awhile (he fecks the darkeft gcovtf 
And cooing meditates the raurder'd dove $ 
^But time the rueful image wears away, 
i\)gain fte 's chear'd, again ihe feeks the day. 
Spare then thy beauty, and no longer pine. 

DIONE. 

"Yet fare fome turtle's love has equal'd mine, 
"Who, when the hawk has fnatch'd her mate away, 
''Hath never known the glad return of day. 
When my fol^d father faw my faded eye, 
And; on myiivid clieek the rofcs dfe ; 
'When catching fighs my wafted bofom mov'd, 
'My looks, my fighs, confirm'd him that I lov'd. 

"^He knew not that £vander was my flame, 
Evander dead ! my paffion ftill the fame ! 

^He came, he threatened ; with paternal fway^ 

>Cleanthes nam'd, and fix'd the nuptial day > 

"O cruel kindnefs ! too fevcrely preft 1 
I fcorn his honours, and his wealth deted, 

LAURA. 

-HoW'vain is force ! Love ne'er can be compeU'J.-. 

DIONE. 

Though bound my duty, yet my heart rebcU'd. 
One night, when flcep had hu(h'd all bufy fpies. 
And the pale tnocfn tiad journey'd half the (kies. 
Softly I rofe and drcfs'd j with itlent tre^d, 
Unbarr'd the gates, and to thefe mountains fled. 
Here let me footh the melancholy hours ! 
Clofe me, ye woods, within your twilight bowers f 

? z Whei^ 
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Where my calm foul may fetdcd forniw kiiow« 
And no Cleanthes inteirupc my woe 
With importuning love — 

[Meliuubofy mafic is beard at a Sfianii. 
On yonder plain 
Advances flow alnelanclioly train; 
Black cyprefs boughs their drooping heads adorn. 

LAURA. 

* Alas ! Menalcas to his grave is borne. 
Behold the vi^m of Parthenia's pride ! 
He faw, he fightd, he lov'd, was fcom^d, and dy'd. 

DIONE. 

Where dwells this beauteous tyrant of the plains ? 
Where may I fee her ? 

LAURA. 

— Aflt the fighing fwains. 
They beft can fpeak the conquefts of her eyes; 
Whoever fees her, loves j who loves her, dies. 

DIONE. ' 

perhaps untimely fate her flame hath crofs'd> 
A.nd flie, like me, hath her Evander loft. 
How my foul pities her ! 

LAURA. 

i>' — If pity move 

Your generous boforo'Jpity thofe who love. '^ 

There late arrived among our fylvan race 
A ftranger fhepheiti, wlio with lonely pace 
Vifits thofe mountain-pines at dawn of day. 
Where ofc' Fartlienia takes her early way 

To 
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To rouzc the chacc; mad with his amorous pain, 

He ftops and raves j then fuUen walks again. 

Parthenia's name is borne by paffing gales. 

And. talking hills repeat it to the dales. 

Come, let us' from this vale of forrow go, 

Nor let the mournful fcene prblong thy woe. [Exeuut. 

SCENE IL* 

Sbipherds and Sbepherdeffes (cronjtmed'witb garlands %f 

cyprifi andyew) bearing tbe body of Mcnalcas. 

I SHEPHERD. 

Here gently reft the corfe — With faultcring breath 
Thus fpakc Mcnalcas on the verge of death. 
" Belov'd Palemon, hear a dying friend ; 
** See, where yon hills with craggy brows afcend, 
" Low in the valley where the mountain grows, 
j" There firft I faw her, there began my ^ocs. 
" When I am cold, may there this clay be laid ! 
<* There often ftrays the dear, the cruel maid ; 
" There as flic walks, perhaps you '11 hear her fay, 
<« (While a kind gufliing tear fhall force its way) 
*' How could my ftubborn heart relentlefs prove ? 
" Ah, poor Mcnalcas — all thy fault was love 1" 

2 SHEPHERD. 

When pitying lions o*er a carcfafc groan. 
And hungry tigers bleeding kids bemoan t 

• This and the following fccne arc formed upon the 
novel of Marcella in Bon Quixote. 

P 3 When 
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When the lean wcjf laments the mangled (heepf 
Then ihall Parthcnia o'er Menalcas weepi 

1 SflEPHEiLD* 

When fami(h'd panthers ieek their rooming food^. 
.And monibrs.roar along the defert.wood;. 
When hilling vipers ruftle through the brake^ 
Or in the path-way rears the fpeckled fnake ; 
The wary fwain th' approaching peril fpies. 
And through fome diilant road fecurely flies. 
Fly then, ye fwains, from beauty's furer wound.. 
Such was the fate our poor Menalcas found I 

2 SHEPHERD. 

What fliepherd does not mourn Menalcas flain ?- 
Kiird by a barbarous woman's proud difdain ! : 
Whoe'er attempts to bend her fcornful mind,: , 
Cries to the deferts^. and purfues the wind* 

I SHEPHERD. 

With every grace Menalcas was endbw'd, . 

His merits dazzled all the fylvan croud. 

If you would know his pipe's melodious found,.. 

A(k all the echoes of thcfe hills around, 

For they have learnt his flrains ; who fliall rehearii 

The ftrength, the cadence of his tuneful verfe •? 

-Go, read thofe lofty poplars ; there you '11 find 

Some tender fonnet grow on every rind. 

ft SHEPHERD. 

Yet what avails his fkill ? Parthenia flies. 
Can merit hope fuccefs in woman's eyes ? . 

7 1 IH 
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X »HEPHBRD» 

Why was Partheniaform'd 06 foftcft mould ? 
Why does her heart fuch favage nature hold ? 
O ye kind'.gods ! or all her charms efface, 
Qr tame her heart » fo fpare the fhepherd race. 

2 SHEPHERD. 

As fade the flowers which on the grave I ca(l j 
So mey Parthenla's traniient beauty wafle 1 

I SHEPHERD. 

What woman ever county the fleeting' years, 
Or fees the wrinkle which her forehead wears } 
Thinking her features never ihall decay. 
This fwain flie fcoms, from that fhe turns away. 
But know, as when the rofe her bud unfolds. 
Awhile each breafl the ihort-liv'd fragrance holds ; 
When the dry (lalk lets drop her fhrivel*d pride. 
The lovely ruin *s ever thrown afide. 
So (hall Parthenia be. 

2 SREPKERQ-. 

— Sec, fhe appears, 
To boaft her fpoils, and triumph in our tears« 
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SCENE III. 
Parthenia appears fr^m ihi motmiaUu 

Parthenia. Shipherds. 

i shepherd. 
Why this way doft thou turn thy baneful eyes. 
Pernicious Bafiliik ? Lo ! there he lies : 
There lies the youth thy curfed beauty flew ; 
See, at thy prefence, how he bleeds anew t 
Look down, enjoy thy murder. 

PARTHENIA. 

— Spare my fame; 
I come to clear a virgin's injured name. 

If 1 'm a Bafiliik, the danger fly. 
Shun the fwift glances of my vcnom'd eye r 
If I 'm a murderer, why approach ye near. 
And to the dagger lay your bofom bare ? 

I SHEPHERD. 

W'liat heart is proof againft thit face divine * 
Love is not in our power. 

PARTHENIA. 

— Is love in mine? 
Jf e*cr I trifled with a fliephcrd's pain. 

Or with falfe hope his paflion flrove to gain ? 
Then might you juflly curfe my favage mind, 
I'hen might you rank me with the fcrpent kind j 
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But 1 ne'er trifled with a fhephcrd's pain^ 
Nor with falfe hope his paflion ftrove to gain t 
*Tis to \m rafli purfuit he owes his fate i ** 
I was not cruel $ he was obflinate. 

I SHEPHERD. 

Hear this, ye fighing fliepherds, and defpsdr. 
Unhappy Lycidas, thy hour is near J 
Since the fame barbarous hand hath €gn*d thy doora^ 
We *11 lay thee in our lov'd Menalcas' tomb. 

PARTHENIA. 

Why will intruding man my peace deftroy ? 
Let me content and folitude enjoy ; 
Free was I born ; my freedom to maintain. 
Early I fought the unambitious plain. 
Moft women's weak rcfolvcs, like reeds, will ply,. 
Shdke with each breath, and bend with every iigh f 
Mine, like an oak, whofe firm roots deep defcend^. 
Nor breath of love can fliake, nor iigh can bend*. 
If ye .unhappy Lycidas would favc 5 
Go feek him> lead him to Menalcas' grave ; 
Forbid his eyes with flowing grief to rain. 
Like him Menalcas wept, but wept in vam : 
Bid him his hcart-confuming groans give o'er :. 
Tell him, I heard fuch piercing groans befbKt> 
And heard unmov'd. O Lycidas,^ be wife. 
Prevent thy fate. — Lo ! there R^nalcas lies.. 

I SHEPHERD. 

Now all the melancholy rices are paid, ^ 
And o'er his grave the weeping marble laid ; 

Let% 
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l^t 's feck our charge ? the fiocks, difpcrfmg wide^ 
Whiten with moving fleece the mountain's iide. 
Truft not, yt fwains, the lightning of her eye, 
Left ye, like him, ihpuld lo?e, defpair, and die. 

[Exeunt Shepherds, fifr. Parthenia remaitu in a mt' 
lancbafy fojfure, looking on tbe grarve of Menalcas. . 

Enttr LYCIDASr 

SCENE IV. 
Lycidas, Parthenia* 

tYClDAS. 

When (hall ray fteps have reft ? through all the wood;. 
And by the winding banks of Ladon's fl6od, 
I fought my love. O fay, ye fkipping fawns 
(Who range entangled ihades* and daify'd lawns). 
If ye have feen her ! fay, ye warbling race 
( Wha meafure on fwift wing th* aerial fpacc, 
And view below hills, dales, and diftant fliores),. 
Where (hall I £nd her whom my foul adores t 

SCENE V. 
Lyoioas, Pa&thenia, Dionb^ LaT7RA, 
(,Dione and Laura at a diftana; 

LYCIDAS. 

What de I fee ? no. Fancy mocks my eyes, 
And bids the jlar deluding vifion rife. 
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*Tis (he. My f()ringing heart her prcfcnce ftcls. 
See, proftrate Lycidas before thee kneels. 

[Kneeling to Parthenia. 
Why will Parthenia.turn her face away ? 

FARTHENTIA. 

Who calls Parthenia ? hah ! 

[ She flaris from ber melancbolj j and,/eeiMgLycidi9f: 
fiks into the wood, 

LYCIDAS. 

— Stay, virgin, Hay* 
G wing my, feet, kind Love. Sec, fee, (he bounds, . 
Fleet as the, mountain roe, when prcft by hounds. 

lHef,ur/ues^ bar, Bionc faints in ibe arms of Lauras- 

I(AVRA< 

What means this trembling? All her colour flies,. 
And life is quite unftrung. Ah ! lift thy eyes, 
And anfwcr me j fpeak, fpeak, 'tis Laura call*. > 

Speech' has forfook her lips. — She faints, Ihe falls. 
Fan her, ye zephyrs, with your balmy breath'. 
And bring her quickly from the (hades of death : 
Blow, ye cool gales. See, fee, the foreft (hakes 
W4th coming winds ! ihe breathes, (he moves, (he wakct. 

DIONf. 

Ah, falfc Evander I 

LAURA* 

— Calm thy fobbing breaft. 
Say, what new forrow has thy heart oji^efl ? , 

PlOllfe 
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DIONK. 

Didd thou not hear his fighs and fuppliant toMC ? 
Didft thou not hear the pitying mountain groan } 
Didll thou not fee him bend his fuppHant knee ^ 
Thus in my happy days he knelt to me, 
And pour'd forth all his foul 1 See how he ftrainSy 
And leflcns to the fight o'er yonder plains. 
To keep the fair in view ! Run, virgin, run, 
Hear not his vows ; I heard, and was undone ! 

LAURA. 

Let not imaginary terrors fright. 
Some dark delufion fwims before thy fight. ^ 
I faw Parthenia from the mountain's brow^ 
And Lycidas with proilrate duty bow ; 
Swift, as the falcon's wing, I faw her fly. 
And heard the cavern to his groans reply. 
Why flream thy tears for forrows not thy own ? 

DfoNE. 
Oh ! where are honour, faith, and juftice flown ? 
Perjur'd £vander 1 

LAURA. 

— Death has laid htm low. 
Touch not the mournful firing that wakes thy woe. 

BIONE. 

That amorous fwain, whom Lycidas you name, 
(Whofe faithlefs bofom feels another flame) 
Is my once kind Evander — yes — 'twas he. 
He lives — but lives, alas ! no more for me. 

LAUt; 
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LAURA. 

Let not thy frantic words confcfs defpair. 

DIONE. 

What, know I not his voice, his mien, his air ? 
Yes, I that treacherous voice with joy believ'd, 
That voice, that mien, that air, my foul deceived. 
If my dear Ihepherd lov« the lawns and glades. 
With him I '11 range the lawns, and feek the ihadeSf ' 
With him through folitary deferts rove. 
But could he leave me for another love ? 
O bafe ingratitude ! 

LAITRA. 

— Sufpend thy grief. 
And let my friendly counfel bring relief 
To thy defponding foul. Parthenia's ear 
Is barr*d for ever to the lover's prayer 5 ' 
Evander courts. difdain, he follows fcom. 
And in the pailing winds his vows are borne. 
Soon will he find that all in vain he flrove 
To tame her bofom ; then his former love 
Shall wake his foul { then will he fighing blaiQC 
His heart inconflant, and his perjur'd flame : 
Then fhall he at Dione's feet implore. 
Lament his broken faith, and change jio more. 

DIONE. 

Perhaps this cruel nymph well knows to feign 
Forbidding fpeech, coy looks, and cold difdain, . 
To raife his paifion. Such are. female arts, 
To hold iii fafibr ihares incoHfUnt hearts ! 

LAURA* 
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LAURA. 

Tarthcnia's bread is (leelM with real fcom. 

DIONE. 

J^nd dod thou tliink Evandcr will return > 

LAURA. f 

Forego thy fex> lay all thy rohcs aiide. 
Strip off tliefe ornaments of fcnialt pride ; 
The flicphcrd's veft mnft hide thy graceful aii:. 
With the bold manly ftep a fwain appear i 
Then with Evander may 'ft thou rove unknowxiy 
Then let thy tender elegance be Ihown ; 
Tlien the new- fury of liis heart control, 
And with Dionc's fuftc rings touch his foul. 

DIONE. 

Sweet as rcfreflilng dews, or fummer fhowcrs. 
To the long parching tliirft of drooping flowers-i 
Grateful as fanning gales to fainting fwains. 
And foft as trickling halm to bleeding pains ; 
Such are thy words. The fex fliall be refign^i, 
No more ihall braided gold thefe trefTes bind s 
TThe ihepherd's garb the woman ihall difguife. 
If he has loft all love, may fnend(hip*s tyes 
Unite me to his heart I 

LAURA. 

— Go, profperous maid. 
May fmiling love thy faithful wilhes aid ! 
Be now Alexis call'd. With thee I '11 rove. 
And watch thy wanderer through the mazy.grore ? 




DION E. 

'Let me be honour'cl with a fifter*s nai 

•For thee, I feel a more than fiftcr's flars^^ 

DIONE. ^^^ 

Perhaps my fhepherd has outflript her iLe^ 
Think*ft thou, when out of fight, fhe flc' 
One fud'den glance might turn her fav«ge 
May fhe like Daphne fly, nor look behin* 
,Maintain her fcom, his eager flame defpif 
'Kor view.Evander with Dione*$ eyes! 
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ACT n. 

S C E N E I. 
Lycidas ijii^ «» tbe grave of Menakas, 

LYCIDAS. 

1IX7*HEN (hall thefe fcakling fountains ccafc to flow 

^ How long will life fuftain tlys load of woe ? 
Why glows the morn? Roll back, thou fource of lighi 
And feed my forrows with eternal night. 
Come, fable Death! give, give the welcome flrokeij 
The raven calls thee from yon' blafted oak. 
What pious care my ghaftful lid (hall clofe ? 
What decent hand my frozen limbs compofe ? 
O happy ihcplierd, free from anxious pains, 
Who now art wandering in the (ighing plains 
Of bled Elyfium j where in myrtle groves 
£namour'd ghofls bemoan their former loves. 
Open, thou filent grave $ for lo ! 1 come 
To meet Menalcas in the fragrant gloom ,* 
There fhall my bofom bum with friendfliip's flame. 
The fame our padion, and our fate the fame ; 
There, like two nightingales on neighbouring boughs. 
Alternate flrains fliaU mourn our frudrate vows. 
But if cold death fliould clofe Parthenia's eye, 
And flu>uld her beauteous form come .gliding by $ 
Friendfliip would foon in jealous fear be lo{l» 
And kindling lute purfuediy rival ghod. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E. IL 
LrciDASy DiONE tu a SbepbenPs fMit» 

Lyciaas. 

Hah ! v^ho comes here ? turn hence, be timely wife 4 

Truft not thy fafety to Parthenia's eyes. 

As from the bearing falcon flies the dove. 

So, wing*d \vith fear, Parthenia flies from lore. 

DIOKE. 

If in thefc vales the fatal beauty dray, 
Froifl the cold marble rife ; let J«> hafte away. 
Why lie you panting, like the fmitten di*fr ? 
Truft not the dangers \vhich you bid mc fear. 

LYCIDAS. 

Bid the lur'd lark, wliom tanpliag nets furprize, 
On foaring piaion rove the fpacious ikies ; 
Bid the cag'd linnet range the leafy grove ; 
Then bid my captive heart get loofe from love. 
The fnares of death arc o'er me. Hence I beware; 
Left you Ihould fee her, ^4 like me defpair. 

DlONE. 

No. Let her come ; and ieek this vale's recefs. 
In all the beauteous negligence of drefs; 
Though Cupid fend a (haft in every glance. 
Though all the Graces in her ftep advance, 
My heart can ftand it all. Be firm, my breaft; 
Th' cnfnaring oath) tlic broken vow dcteft : 
Vol. XL (l^ - That 
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That flame, which other charms have power to moxt 
O give it not the facrcd name of love ! 
'Tis perjury, fraud, and meditated lyes. 
Love 's feated in the foul, and never diet. 
What then avail her charms ? My conftant heart 
Shall gaze fecure, and mock a fecond dart. 

LYCYDAS. 

But you perhaps a happier fate have found, 

And the fame hand that gave, now heals the wound. 

Or art thou left abandoned and forlorn, 

A wretch, like me, the fpon of pride and fcom>? 

DIONE. 

O tell me, Ihcpherd, hath thy faithlcfs maid, 
Falfe to her vow, thy flattcr'd hope betray'd ? 
Did her fmooth fpcech engage thee to believe ? 
Did ihe proteft and fwear, and then deceive ? 
Such are the pangs I feel 1 

LYCIDA8. 

— ^The haughty fair 
Contemns my fufFerings, and difdains to hear. 
J.et meaner Beauties, leam'd in female fnarcs. 
Entice the fwain with half-con fcnting airs ; 
Such vulgar arts ne cr aid her conquering eyes. 
And yet, wherce'er ihe turns, a lover iighs« 
Vain is the fleady conftancy you boaft j 
All other love at fight of her is lofL 

DIONE. 

True conftancy no time, no power, can move. 
H« that hath known to change, ne'er knew to love. 

Thottj 
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Tliough the dear author of my haplefs flame 
l^urfuc another j ftill my heart 's the fame. 
Am I fo^ ever left ? (etcufe thefe tears) 
(May your kind friendfhip foften all my cares I 

LYCIDAS. 

What comfort can a wretch, like me, bcftow? 

DIONE. 

He b*ft can pity who hath felt the woe. 

LYCIDAS. 
Since different objedls have our fouls pofTeft, 
No rival fears our friendHiip ihall moled, 

DIONE. 

Come, let us- leave the 'fliade of thefe brown hilU, 
And drive our flocks befide the dreaming rills. 
Should the fair tyrant to thefe vales return, 
How would thy breaft with double fury burn ! 
Go hence, and feck thy pence. 



SCENE III. 
Lycidas, Dione, Laura. 

LAURA. 

— Fly, fly this place ; 
Beware of love j the proudeft of her race 
This v/ay approaches : from among the pines, 
\Vhcre from ^e deep the winding path decliues, 
I faw the nymph defccnd. 

0^2 iYClDAI. 
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LVCIOAS. 

— She comes, Ihfe comes ; 
From her the pairing Zephyrs ftcal perfumes^ • 
As from the violet's bank with odours fwcet ~ 
Breathes every gale j fprii>g blooms beneath her feet- 
Yes, 'tis my faircft j litre fhc 's wont to rove. 

LA'TTRA* 

Say, by what (igns I might have known thy Love ^ 

LYC1DA8. 

My Love is fairer than the fnowy breaft 

Of the tall fwan, vvhofe proudly fwelling chcft 

Divides the wave j her treffes, loofe behind, 

Play on her neck, and wanton in the wind ; 

The rlfmg bluflies, which her cheek o'erfpread^ 

Are opening rofes in the lily's, bed". 

Know'ft thou Parthcn4a ? 

LArURA. 

—Wretched rs the flave 
Who fcrves fuch pride ! Behold Menajcas* grave- 1 
-Yet if Alexis and this iighing fwain 
Wilh to behold the Tyrant of the plain, 
Let us behind thefe myrtle* twining arms 
Retire unfeen ; from thence furvey her charms. 
Wild as the chaunting tliruO) upon the fpray, 
At man's approach, (he fwiftly flics away. 
Like the young hare, I've fecn tl« panting maid 
Stop, liiUn, run ; of every wind afiai^l. 

LTCIDAS. 
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LYCiDAS. 

And wilt thou never from thy vows depart ? 
•Shepherd, beware— rnow fortify thy heart. {To I>tpp^. 
[Lycidas, Dione, and Laura, retire MM tie boughi* 



SCENE IV. 
Parthenia, Lycioa«, Dione, Laura. 

PARTHBNI'A. 

TWs melancholy fcene demands a groan. 
Hah! what infcription marks tl^e weeping ftone ? 
•<* O power of beauty ! here Menalcas lies. 
*'■ Gaze not, ye fhephcrds, on Parthenia's eyes." 
Why did Heaven form me with fuch polifh*d care ? 
Why cafl my features in a mould fo fair ? 
If blooming beauty was a bleiling meant, 
Why are my Cghing hours deny'd content * 
The downy peach, that glows with funny dyet, 
Feeds the black fnail, and lures voracious flies y 
The juicy pear invites the fcathcr'd kind, 
And pecking finclies fcoop the golden rind^ 
But beauty fuffcrs more pernicious wrongs, 
Blaftcd by envy, and cenforious tongues, 
llow happy lives the nymph whofe comely fac* 
And pleafmg glances boaft fufficient grace 
To wound the fwain ihe loves ! No jealous fearft 
Shall vex her nuptial ftate with nightly tears 5 
Nor amorous youths, to pufli their foul pretence, 
Infcft her days with dull impertinence, 

0^3 B»t 



ijd GAY'S POEMSi 

But why talk I of love ? IVIy guarded heart 
Difowns his power, and turns alide the dart. 
Hark ! from his hollow tomb Menalcas cries, 
^* Gaze not, ye fliepherds, on Parthenia's eyts.** 
Come, Lycidas, the mournful lay perufe, 
Led thou, like him, Parthenia's eyes accufe. 
\SbeJlands in u meUnebofy pofiurty looking on the tomb. 

lVcidas. 
Cair<^/he not Lycidas ? — I come, my fair ; 
See generous pity melts into a tear. 
And her heart foftens. Now's the tender hour; 
A flirt me. Love! exert thy fovereign power 
To tame the fcornful maid. 

DIONE. 
— Rafh fwain, he wife : 
'Tis not from thee or him j From Love (he flics. 
Leave her, forget her. [f^^O ^old Lycidas. 

LAUR.A. 

— Why this furious baftc > 

LYCIDAS. 

Unhand me ; loofe me. 

DION^. 

— Sifter, hold him faft. 
To follow her, is, to prolong defpair. 
Shepherd, you muft: not go. 

LYCIDAS. 

— Bold youth, forbear. 
Hear me, Parthcnia. 

TARTRENIA. 



I 
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PARTHENIA. 

—From behind the (hade 
Methought a voice rome liftcning fpy bctray'd. 
Yes, I 'm obfervM.. [She runs ou^. 

LYCIDAS. 

-»Stay, nymph; thy flight fufpend. 
She hears me not— when will my forrows end ! 
As over-fpent with toil, my heaving breaft 
.Beats quick. 'Tis death alone can give me refl. 

\He remains in afixt mttancboly. 



SCENE V. 
Lycidas, Dione, Lau^a. 

LAURA. 

Xccall thy fcatter'd fenfe, bid reafon vvakc^ 
Subdue thy paflion. 

LYCIDA^S. 
—Shall 1 never fpcak ? 
She 's gone, {he *s gone— K.ind flicpherd, let^ reft 
Myrtrbublcd head upon thy friendly breafV. ' 
The forefl I'ecms to move — O curfed ftatc 1 
I doom'd to love, and Ihc condemri'd to Iiatc I 
Tell me, Alexis, art thou ftiil the fame ? 
Did not her brighter eyes put out the flame 
Of thy firft love ? did not thy fluttering heart, 
Whene'er ihe xaii'd her look, confefs the dan ? 

<i.4 tioni. 
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DIONE. 

I own, the nymph is faircft of her race, 
JTet I unmov'd can on this beauty gaze, 
Mindful of former promifc ; all that's dear. 
My thoughts, my dreams, my every willi is therr^ 
Since then our>hopes are loft j let fricndihip's tye 
Calm our diftrefs, and flighted love fupply j 
Let us together drive o«r fleecy ftore, 
And of ungrateful woman think no more. 

LYCIDAS. 

*Tis death alone can raife her from my breaft. 

LAURA. 

Why (hines thy love fo far above the reft? 

Nature, 'tis true, in every outward grace. 

Her niceft hand employed j her lovely fac<5 

With beauteous feature ftampt ; with rofy dyes 

WarmM her fair cheek ; with lightning arm'd her eyes : 

But, if thou fcarch the fecrets of her mind. 

Where (hall thy cheated foul a virtue find ? 

Sure hell with cruelty her breaft fupply *d : 

How did Ihe glory when Mcnalcas dy*d !* 

Pride in her bofom reigns ; Ihe 's falfe, fhe 's vain; 

She firft entices, then infults the fwain. 

Shall female cunning lead diy heart aftray ? 

Shepherd, be free ; and fcorn for fcom j^pay. 



LYCIDAS. 

How woman ulks of woman I 
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Did; 

1 own, the nymph is fairt 
Vet I unmovM can on thi] 
Mindful of former promft' 
My thoughts, my drcnnis. 
Since then our hopes are 1 
Calm our diflrcfs, and flig 
Let us together drive our j 
■And of ungrateful womart 

'Tis death alone can raife! 
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Her niccft hand employ 
With hcauteous feature 
Warm'd her fair 
But, if thou fearch 
Where fliall thy cheated i 
Sure hell with cruelty he' ' 
How did ihc glory when 
Pride in her bofom reign J 
She firft entices, then in^S 
Shall female cunning ka< 
Shepherd, be free ; and ; 
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Sigh'd forth her name. O guilt, no more upbraid! 
Yes. I fond innocence and truth bctray'd. iJffiJt, 

Dione amJ Laura apart. 

DIONB. 

Hark \ how refle£lion wakes his confcious heart. 
From my pale lids the trickling forrows fbart. 
How fliall my bread the fwelling fighs confine ! 

LAURA. 

O fmooth thy brow, conceal our juft dcfign r 
Be yet awhile unknown. If gpricf arifc, 
And force a paiTagc through thy gufliing eyes. 
Quickly retire, thy forrows to compofc ; 
Or with a look fcrene difguife thy woes. 

X Dione is going out. Laura *walks at a dtflamce, 

LYCIDAS. 

Canft thou, Alexis, leave me thus diftreft ? 
Where *s now the boafted fricnd(hip of thy bread ? 
Haft thou not oft* furvey'd the dappled deer 
In focial herds o*erfpread the pallures fair? 
When opening liounds the warmer fccnt purfue. 
And force the deftinM vi£lim from the crew, 
eft' he returns, and fain would join the band, 
While all their homs the panting wretch withftand* 
Such is thy fiiendfhip j thus might I confide. 

DIONE. 

Why wilt thou cenfurc what thou ne'er haft try'd ? 
Sooner fliall fwallows leave their callow brood, ^ 
^Vho with their plaintive chirpings cry for food ; 

6 Sooner 
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ISooner Ihall bens expofe their infant care* 
When the fpread kite fails wheeling in die ur|. 
Than I forfake thee when by danger preft. 
Wrong not by jealous fears a faitliful breafti 

LYCIDAS. 

If thy faif^fpokcn tongue thy bofom ihows. 
There let the fecrets of my foul rcpofe. 

DIONE. 

Far be fufpicion ; in my truth confide. 
O let my heart thy load of cares divide 1 

LYCIDAS. 

Know then, Alexis, that in vain I dvovt: 
To break her chain, and free my foul from ] 
On the lim'd twig thus finches beat tlieir wmgt^ 
Still more entangled in the clammy i^rings^ 
The llow-pac'd days have witncfs*d my dcfpaitf 
Upon my weary couch (its wakeful care \ 
Down my flufli'd cheek the flowing fornows roi 
As dews defccnd to weep the abfent (un, 
O loft Parthenia ! 

DIONE, 

— Thefe wild thoughts fufpcndj 
And in thy kind commands inftru£^ Uiy fricndL 

LYCIDAS. 

Whene'er my faultering tongue would urge my ciu 
Deaf is her car, and fullen ihe withdraws. 
Go then, Alexis ; feek the fcornful maid, 
in tender eloquence my fufiferings plead i 
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Of (lighted paflion you the pangs have known $ 
O judge my fecret anguiih by your own I 

DIONS. 

Had I the (kill incondant heans to movey 
My longing foul had never loft my Love, 
My feeble tongue, in thcfe fofc arts untry'd, 
•Can ill fupport the thunder of her pride j 
When he flxall bid me to thy bower repair. 
How fiiall my trembling lips her threats declare f 
How ihall I tell thee that flie could behold. 
With brow fercne, thy corfe all pale and cold 
Beat on the dafliing billow? Should*ft thou go 
Where the tall hill o'erhangs the rocks below. 
Near thee the tyrant could unpitying fland, . 
Kor call thee back, nor ftrctch a faving hand. 
Wilt thou then ftill pcrfift to tempt thy fate. 
To feed her pride, and gratify her hate ? 

LYCIDA&. 

Know, unexpcriencM youth, that woman's miml 
Oft' fliifts her paffions, like th' inconftant wind ; 
Sudden ihe rages, like the troubled main, 
Now (inks the ftorm, and all is calm ag^n. 
Watch the kind moment, then my wrongs impart. 
And the fofc tale fliall glide into her heart. 

DIONE. 

No. Let her wander in the lonely gnwe. 
And never hear the tender voice of love. 
Let her awhile, Begle6bed by the fwain, 
Pafs by, nor fighrmoleft the cbearful plain : 

Thu» 



Thus ihall the fury of her pride be laid ; 
Thus humble into love the htug^ty raiid-. 

LYCIDAS. 

Vain arc attempts my pafllion to controL 
Is this the balm to cure my fainiang foul ? 

DIONE. 

Deep then among the green-wood Ihades I *11 rove,. 
And fcek with weary *d pace thy wander*d Love j 
Proftrate I '11 fall, and with, inceflant prayers 
Hang on her knees, and bathe her feet with tears, , 
if fighs of pity can her ear incline, 
(O Lycidas, my life is wrapt in thine!) [J/Jg^ 

I '11 charge her ft-om thy voice to hear the tale, ' 

Thy voice more fweet than notes along the vale 
BreathM from the warbling pipe: the moving ftrain 
Shall ftay her flight, and conquer her difdain. 
Yet if Ihe hearj ihould Love the meflagc fpeed, 
Theji dies all hope j— then muft Dione bleed. lA^e.. 

LYCIDAS. 

Haftc then, dear faithful fwain. Beneath thofc yew-Sy 
Whofe fable arms the browneft ihade difFufe, 
Where all around, to fhun the fervent iky. 
The panting flocks in ferny thickets lie j ' . 
There with impatience fhall I wait my friend,. 
0*er the wide profpeft frequent glances fend 
To fpy thy wifli'd return. As thou fiialt find 
A tender welcome^ may thy ItOnre be kind ! 

i£xii Lycido^ 
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SCENE VJ. 
D10NE9 Laura. 

DIONE. 

Metbinks I 'm now furroundcd by defpair. 
And all my withering hopes are loft in air. 
Thus the young linnet on the rocking bough 
Hears through long woods autumnal tempefts blow> 
With hollow bUAs the claihing branches bend ; 
And yellow '(bowers of ruftling leaves defcend ; 
She fees the friendly fhelter from her fly. 
Nor dare her little pinions truft the iky ; 
But on the naked fpray in wintery air. 
All ihiveringy hopelefs, mourns the dying year. 
What have I promis'd ? raih, unthinking maid 1 
By thy own tongue thy wifhcs are betray 'd ! 

£Laura advatueu 

LAURA. 

Why walk'ft thou thus diilurb'd with frantic air? 
Wliy roll thy eyes with madnefs and defpair ? 

DiONE. IMufing. 

How wilt diou bear to fee her pride give way ? 
When thus the yielding nymph fhall bid thee hj, 
** Let not the fhepherd feck the filent grave, 
«* Say, that 1 bid him live — if hope can (avc I" 

LAURA. 

Hath he difcernM ,thec through the fwain's difguife, 
And now alike tliy loYC and fricndfliip flics ? 

DIONI 
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DIONE. 

Yes. Firm and faidiful to the promife made» 
I '11 range each funny hill, cad^kwn end gladiB. 

LAURA* ' 

'Tis Laura fpeaks. O calm your troubled miiu 

DIONE. ' - ^ 

Where fhall my fcarch this envy'd Beauty find K 
I '11 go, my/aithlefs fhepherd's caufe to plcady 
And with my tears accufe the rival maid. 
Yet, fhould her foften'd heart to love indUae I 

LAURA. 

If thofe are all thy fears, Evander 's thine. 

DIONE. 

Why ihould we both in forrow wafte our days? - 
If love unfcign'd my conflant bofom fwayfy ■ 
His happinefb alone is all I prize. 
And that is centered in Parthenia's eyes. ' 
Hade then, with earned zeal her love implflf^ 
To blefs his liours — when tlK)u (hale breitfac jiai 
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S C E N E t I. 
Dione fying oh ibe ground 'by tbefide of a Fountmrn, 

DIONE. 

TJTERE let me reft ; and in the liquid glafs 
"*" ■*• View with impartial look my fading face. 
Why are Parthenia's ilriking beauties priz*d ? 
And why Dione's weaker glance defpis'd ? 
Nature in various moulds has beauty caft, 
And form'd the feature for each different taftc : 
This figlis for golden locks and azure eyes j 
That, for the glofs of fable trefles, dies. 
Let all mankind thefe locks, thefe eyes detcft. 
So I were lovely in Evandcr's breaft I 
When o'er the garden's knot we caft our view, 
While fummer paints the ground with various hue -, 
Some praife the gaudy tulip's ftreaky red. 
And fomc the filver lily's bending head ; 
Some the jonquil in fhining yellow drcft, 
And fomc the fring'd carnation's varied veft; 
Some love the fober violet's purple dyes. 
Thus beauty fares in different lovers' eyes. 
But bright Parthenia like the rofe appears, 
Slic in all eyes fupcrior luftre bears. 



SCENE 



S'CEKE tl. 

'Why thus beoet^ the (ilrer willow Jai^f 
Weeps fair Dione in tlie fpctt&vc ihade > 
MzH thou yet found the over-arching bowei^ 
Which ^guards Parthenia from the f ultry hoar ? 

DIONS. 

With weary flep in pa^t unknown I>ftray*d» 
^nd foughtin vata the folitaxy^iBttid* 

LAXrHA. 

Ikcft thon the waving topi of yondef wood*^ 
l^hofc aged arms imbrown the cooling floods I 
The cooling floods o'er breaking pebbles flow, 
And waih the foil from the big.roots belowi 
Txom the tall rock the dafliing waters bound, 
jfiarky o'er the fields the rufhing billows found 1 
There, lo(Un thou^t^ and leaning on her crool^ 
'Stood th&iad nymfdi, nor^ais'd her peniive.loc^j 
^With fettled eye the bubbling waves furvey'd^ 
And watch'd the whirling eddies as they play'd* 

Thither to know my oennin doom I fpeedt 

^or by this fenteace life or4eath -^^ecreed. t'Bxh* 
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But fee ! Come Hafly ftrangtr bctsds this way ; 
His broidcr'd vcft rcflcfts the funny ray : 
Now through the tlwnncr bought I mark his mien. 
Now veil'cl, in thicker fbades he moves unffccn. 
Hither he turns ; I hear a muttering found ;. 
Behind this ipvertnd oak with ivy bound 
Q^ick I '11 retins ; wi^ bvfjf.diou^t poHcfi:^ 
His tongue betrays the fec/tta. ofi his breaft. ^ 

' CLBANrKBS. 

The ikilful hunter with experienc'd care 
Traces the doubles- of- the cirding hare { 
The fubtle fox (who breathes the weary bound^ 
O'er hills and- plains) in diftant brakes is found ; 
With enfe vn tMck fwift hmds and ikipping roes. 
But who th' iAConAfant ways of woman knows } 
They fay, Ac waiider« wkh the fylran train. 
And courts^ the. ntttve freedoms of die plab { 
Shepherds explain their wifli without offence. 
Nor bluih the nyiophp i ^^ fqr Lone ia iimoovwe. 
O l!ia4tne where the ruralyttudi nsQ:i2ar«. 
Where the (lope hills the warbling voice repeat. 
Perhaps on daify'd turf reclines the maid, 
And near her iidc fome rival clown is laid. 
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'V€t, yet 1 love her. — O loft nymph tety^va, 
^Ijct not thy fire with tears inceflant mourn ; 
*^cturn, loft nymph ; bid forrow cede to flow. 
And let Dione gkd the houfe of woe. 

LAURA. 

Caird he not loft Wone ? hence I 'Uftart, 

^^Crofs his^ilow fteps, and fift his opcniaig heart. lA/ide^ 

Cleanth^^ 

vTcll mc, fair n3^ph, direft my wandering V'^ay^j 

\Vhcre, in clofe bowers,^ to lhiinthe«fultry ^ay, 
^Repofc the fwaini 5 Whpf« 'ftocks with bleating fill - 

The bordering fore'ft and tht thymy hill. 
• Butif thou frequent join 'AkHe fylvan hand^^ 

Thyfelf^om anfwM whatfiiy foul demands. . 

•Seven ycars^ tit)d Aide fields, thefe bowers, and -glades, 
And by tlie leifening and the lengthening fltadcs 
-Have mapk'dthe hours ; what time my flock to lea4 
To funny mountains, or the watery mead : 
Trsiih*d in the labours of the' fylvan crew, 
^Their fpons, r«trcats, their cares and loves I Jcnew. 

Cleanthes. 
Inftruft me iliert. If late among your race, 
A ftranger nymph is found, of no])le grace, 
in rural arts unlkil I'd, no chargelhe tends; 
-Nor when the morn and evening dew defcends 
-Milks the bigudder'd ewe. Her^mien and drcfs 
"The polifli'd manners of the Court confefs. 

R--2 LAVRA** 
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lAUftA.. 

Each day arrive the neighbouring nymphs and fw 
To ihare thepaflime of our joritl plaint; 
How can I there thy roving beauty tracer 
Where not one nymph is bred of vnlgar rtcc! 

Clbantres. 
If yet ihe bretthcy what toitures mufl fht lind f 
The curfc of diifobedience tears her mind. ' 
If e'er your bread with filial duty burn'd, 
If e'er you forrow'd when a parent mourned r 
Tell her, I charge you, with incefTant groass • = 
ller drooping fire lusjibfent.<;hUd bemoans. 

LAVMLA. 

Unhappy mim! > 

Clsanthes. 
•— With ftorms of pailion taS^ 
When firfl he learnt his vagrant child was loft* ' 
On fjaa cold floor his trembling limbs' IJl flungt * 
And with thick blows his hollow bofom rung ; 
Then up he ftarted« .and with fiKt i«irpri2e,» - 
Upon her, pi£lurt threw iiis Cranttck eyes». 
While thus he cry'd: *\ In her my life was bound 
'* Warm^ in each feature is her mother found.! 
•* Perhaps defpair has been her fataj guide, . 
'< And now Ihe floats upon the weeping tide ; 
« Or on the willow hung, Xvitliheid recUn'd^ 
" All pale and cold ihe wavers in the Wind. 
« Did I hot force her hcncfi by harih cbitimandsf 
«< Did not her foul abhor thie* nuptial handt?*' 

XAV 
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rAvicA: 
Teach not, yc (Ires, your cWughtcrs tOTebcf;- 
By counfcl rcin> their wUIs, bat ne'er compel;. 

Cleanthes. 
Te duteous ^aughter^ trufl thefe tQnder guides^ 
Nor diink a parentVbreail the tyrant hides. 

tAURA. 

From either lid the fcalding forrows roH ; 
The moving tale f^uhs thrilling to my fouU 

CbffANTHES*' 

Perhaps (he wanders in the. lonely MiDods^ 
Or on the fodgy borders of the flbocU ; • . ' 

Thou know'll each cottage,. forciV^ hill, and vale. 
And pebbled brool^^ ;hat winds, along the dale^ 
Search each fcquefleiM dell to Hnd Ui& f<iir } . - 
And juft reward iball gratify thy care. 

LAURA^,- 

Oye kind Ixuigtis, proicA the virgin's flight, 

And' guard I)ioiie frbm^ his prying light ! [AJJc- - 

CLBANTttEdi 

Mean^whilc, 1*11 fetk the ihcpherd's eeol abodes » 
Point me, fair nymph, along thefe doubtful roads. 

LAURAr 

Sceft thou yon' rnouQtatn rear his (haggy brow ? 
in the g;rten valley grate the Aocks below : 
There every gale with warbling mufic floats*^ 
Shade anfwtrs ihade^ and bftathes alternate notes. 

[Exk Cleanthc*; 
R 3 He '5 
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He 't gone; tnd to the diftant vale is fent,. . 
Nor (ball hi» force Dion^'s love prevent. 
But fee, ihe comet agun with hafty pv^ce, 
Afid conicious pleafure dimples on her face« 

S C E N E IV. 
Lau&a» Dione. 

DIONE^ 

I found her lard be fide the cryftal brook, 
IMor rais'd fhe from the (beam her fettled*look. 
Till near her iide I flood; her head ihe rears, 
Starts fu4klen> and her ibrieks confefs her fears. 

LAURA. 

Did not thy words her thoughtful foul furprizc;, 
And kindle fparkling anger in her eyes ? 

DIONE. 

Thus (he rcply'dy. with rage and fcorn poflcfl. 

** Will importuning love ne'er give me reft ? 

** Why am I thus in dcferts wild purfu'd, 

« Like guilty confciences when ftain'd with blood } 

<< Sure boding ravens, from the blafted oak,. 

•* Shall learn the name of Lycidas to croak, 

•• To found it in my ears ! As fwains pafs by, 

** With look aikance, they ihake their heads and ciy, 

*' Lo ! this is ihe for whom the Ihepherd dy*d ! 

** Soon Lycidas, a vi6Hm to her pride, 

*^ Shall feck tl\e grave j and in the glimmering g^^c, 

^« With look all pale, ihall glide the refUcfs ihade 

7 ♦* Of 
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** C5f the poor fwain ; while we % 
^ And bridled hair the flcctiog pi 
Still let their curfes innocence upk 
Heaven never will forfake the virt 

L4URA. 

Didfl thou peirfiil to touch her hai 

DIOHB. 

She dill the noic difdainM, the i 

LAURA. 

When you we^e gone, thefe wall 
He turn'd through every path, ar 
To mc he canrtei with courteous 
Beneath what bowers repos'd the" 
Then further alks me, if among 
A fhepherdefs was found of cour 
With proflfcr'd bribes my faithfu 
But for no bribe the faithful tonj 
In me Dione 's fafe. Far hence 
Where other hills refound with < 

DJONC. 

Should he come back ; Sufpicion 
Might trace my feature through 
Now every noife and whirling u 
And in each found approaches h^ 

LAURA. 

He faid, he left your houie invol 
Sighs fwcll'd each breaft, eaclf ej 
For his lolt child thy peniive fatk 
Aad lunk in forrow to the duft ^^ 
R4 
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' Go hBckf obcdienit idp^ttx^ hcnc^dcpait^ 
And flill die fight diit tear hts ciUdous heart. 
Soon iball E^ander, i^nried i^Hth difdaio^ 
Forego thefc fieldi^ and feek the town again* 

ninky Laui^a, wiiit Ay hafty thoughts peffuiide. 
If I retuTBy t6 Love a y'i6&m teade^ 
My wridiful fire will fovea In* harfh comina«kl». 
And withCktmbet 'fian my »ieinb]ing Iftad^.- 

tATfRA. 

TruA a fond fltther; rnfe hihi horn defpair. 

DIONE. 

I fly not him ; I Hy a Jife of care. 
On the high nuptials of the Court l6ok round j . 
Where fhally alas, one happ^ pair he found ! 
There maniage Is for fervile iniercft fought i 
Is love for wealth or power or tule bought ? 
*Tis hence domeftic jars ihcir peace deftroy,. 
And loofe adultery Aeals the fhameful joy. 
But (earch we wide o'er all the bllfsful plain?». 
Where love alone, devoid of intereft, reigns. 
What conoordin each happy pair appears I* 
Hov^foitfnefft ftrengthens vw'th the rolling years f 
Superior fowir ne'er thwarts their fofc delights, 
Vor jealous sccufations wake their nights; 

LAURA. 

May all diofe bleffings on^ione falL 

DIONB. 

Gnnt 8M Evapder^ and I iharc them all/ 
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shall a fond ptrent give p^'g 
And doom his child to tie a ^ 
Thoug^h he hequeatlTd mtt al 
And ah'the flocks the rullet • 
With all the golden hanreftt 
Far as where yood^ porple'i 
Can thefe the broils of- mipti 
Can thefe, without Evanderi 
Butfee^ ha-coaet. 

— I'Uto 
Where wanders by the ftreai 
Mayft thou the rage of this 
Ancl^wake Dionein Ms tend 



S.CE N 
Bronz, I 

Lrci 
Say,» my Alexis^ can thy wc 
Kind rafs of hope to chear : 
Now didft thou firft^ny pan 
Did her difdainful brow con 
Or did foft pity in -her bofon 
Heave on her breafl,. and la: 

How (hall my tongoe the fa^i^ 
My heart drops blood to give ) 
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LYCIDAS. 

Pronounce her utmoft fcom j I come prepared 
1^ meet my doom. Say, is my death declared ? 

DiONg* 

Why ihould tby face depend on woman's will ! 
Forget this tyrant, and be happy (till. ' 

LYCIDAS. 

Didft thou befeech her not to fpecd h^ flight, 
Kor fiiun with wrathful gUnoe my hated fight } 
Will fhe confent my iighiog pliidt to hear. 
Nor let my piercing cries be loft in air? 

DHONB. 

Om mariners appeafe the totting ftorm^ 

When foaming waves the yawning deep deform-? 

When o'er the fable cloud the thunder flics, 

Say, who fliall calm the terror of the ikies ? . . 

Who ihall the Hop's fami(h*d roar alinage } 

And can we ftill proud woman's flronger rage ? ■ 

Soon as my faithful tongue pronounced thy namt^ 

Sudden her glances ihot refentful flame : 

Be dumb, ihe cries, this whining luve gi^e o'er^ 

And vex^me with tlie teazing theme no more. 

LYCIDAS. 

'Tis pride alone that keeps alive her fcorn. 

Can the mean fwatn, in humble cotmge born, ^ 

Can Poverty that haughty heart obtain, # 

W here Hvarice and (Irong ambition reigft } 

If Poverty pafs by in tatter 'd coat, 

Cu;s vex his heels and Aretch their barking throat ; 

li 



If' cbaoce he mingle in the female croucly 
Pride tofles high herhead, Seorn laughs aloud ; 
Each nymph tutns from him to her gay gallant^ 
And wonders at the impudence of Want. 
Tis vanity thatnries all woman-kind, 
Lo¥e is the weakeft paflion of their pind. 

Though one is hy thofe fcrv ile views polleft, 
O Lycidasy condemn not all the refl* 

Though I were bent beneath a load of years, . 

And feventy winters thioM my heary hairs i 

Yet, if my ol>ve branches droptwith o^l. 

And crooiced (hereswere brightenM in my.£>il^. 

If lowing herds my fattening m^ads poflcfl* 

And my white fleece the tawny mountain dreft ; 

Then would ihe lure me with love«dartiug^aace^' 

Then with fond mercenary fmiles advance. 

I^ough hell with every vice- my ibul had ftatn'd,^ , 

And froward anger in my bofom reign'd. 

Though avarice, my coffers cloatliM in rufl. 

And my joints trembled with enfeebled luft; 

Y-ety were ray ancient name with titles great,;- 

How would (he languifli for the gAudy bait ! 

If to her love all- tempting wealth .pretend. 

What virtuoiu woman can her heart defend ? - 

• DIONB. 

Conqucfts, thus meanly bought, men fdon dcfpifc. 
And juilly (light the mercenary prize. 
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1 tYCXBAS. 

(know tfaeib frailties in her breaft reiidc,* 
Dire£k her glan^, and every a£tion guide* 
Still let Alexis' faityul ftwndihip^aid. 
Once more attempt to bend the ftttbbom maiil. 
Tell her, no bafe-born fwaiji provokes her fcorn,. 
No clown, beneath the (edgy cottage born s 
Tell her, for her this-fyHran drefs I took, 
For lier my liame and pomp of Courts forfook' i 
My lofty roofs with'^golden fcul^ure (hine. 
And my high birth defceadf frpm. ancient line. 

DIOIIE. 
Love is a facxed yoluntary fine,. 
GoU never bought that pure, ^at chafte defire.^ 
Who thinks true love for Itiere to ppifefi, 
Shall grafp fajfe flattery and the feigukl cartfs ;. , . 
Can we Uelieye that mean,, ihiit ftrvile wife, 
Who vtlcly.fcU? h?r dear-botightrlbvefor life, . .,^ 
Would not her virtqe for an,ho)xr refign, 
K in her fight the proffi^rV} treafure fhin^. 

Can reafon (when bjr* Winds fwift fi'res are bbrn* - 
O'er waving harvefts of autumnal corn) 
The driving Cury bf the^flamc reprove ? .. ... 
Vfho then ihall reafon \yith a heaxt.in love V 

Yet let me fpeak r O may my words perfuade 
The hoble youth to quit this ^Ivan maid t 
Refign thy crooky no more to plains refbrt, 
Look round on all the beauties of the Court i 

4 Therfe 
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"Tliere (hill tlijr inmt' find a worthy 
'Some nymph of equal wealth and ei 
^hink, ifthefeo^ei^;ihouldtby w 
And ihould the rpftipk bea\|ty ftoQ| 
Thy heart could ne'er pmlong th' i 
The £udden b^ze would in one yef 
'Titen thy ra<h folly tliou too late 
To Poverty and bafe-born blood al 
Her vulgar tongue fhalt lanimate th 
And hourly diibord vex tby funuc 

tVciDAS. 
Such is the force thy faithful word 
That like the galling goad they pic 
You think fair virtue in my breaft 
That liopeft truth my lips and a£ti< 
Deluded Ihcpher49 could you view 
You M fee it with deceit and tread 
1 'm bafe, perfidious. £re from ( 
Love iingled from the train a beau 
IThe tender maid my fervent vewt 
My fervent ^.oWf the tender maid 
Why doft thou tremble ?— why di 
Why ileal thy £lent forrows fsoa 

DIOMB* 

•Sure the foft lamb hides rage with 
And cooing turtles are with hate ] 
When from fo fweet a to^fpie Hoi 
And tbofe meek lockt a perjur'd ! 
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-Ah ! wlio (h«ll now on faithlefs mm 
The treacherous lover proves as faUi 

LVCrDAS. 

When with Dione*s love my b6foai 
Firm conftancy and trutli (incere I v 
But fmce Parthenia's brighter charm 
.My love, hiy eoafiaocy and truth ai 

. Arc not thy hours with confcious an 

^Swift vengeance muft o'ertake ilie jpe 

The Gods the caufe of bjur'd love { 

And arm witlvilubborn: pride Parchc 

LYCI4>AS. 

*^Go, try her J tempt her with my bir 
:Scronger amhitioD-will fubdue her h 

DIONB. 

-O rather turn riiy thoughts on that* b 
"Whofe Iwurly fighy thy- faithlefs oati 
'Think you beliold her at tlie dead ol 

Placed by the glimmering taper's pal; 

With all your letters fpread before h 
"While trickling tears the tender line 
'ISobbing ihe reads the perjuries o'ev t 

And her long nights know peaceful- 

LYCIOA6. 

Let me forget-hcr. 
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QIONS. 
O falfe youth, releac ; 
Think (hould Partlicnra to thy hopes CQnfeot; ; 

When Hymen joins your hands, and mufick's voice 
Makes the glad echoes of thy domes rejoice, 
Then Ihall Dione force the croudcd hall, 
Kneel at thy feet, and loud for juftice call: 
Could you behold her weltering on the ground, 
The purple dagg<!r recking from the wound ? 
Could you, unmov'd, this dreadful fight furvcy ? ^ 
Such fatal fcenes ihall ftain the bridal day. 

LYCIDAS. * 

The horrid thought ^ks deep into, ray foul, * 

And down my cheek unwilling forrows roll* 

DIONB. 
From this new flame you may as yet recede. 
Or have you doomed that guiltlefs maid ihall bleed? 

LYCIDAS. 

Name her oo more. — Hade, feck the fylvaii Fair. 

DIONS. 

Should the rich proffer tempt her liflening ear, 
fit i all your peace adieu. O barbarous youth. 
Can you forego your honour, love, and truth? 
Yet (hould Partlienia wealth and title flight, 
Would juftice then re (lore Dione's right ) 
Would you tlicn dry her ever-falling tears ) 
And blefs with honeft Jove your future years ? 

LYCIDAS. 
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•LTTCIDAS. 

1 *ll in yon Ihade thy wifli'd return attend 4 

Come, quickly come, and cheer thy fighing 'friend. 

[Ex// Lycidas. 

DIONS. 

Should her jsroud Youl rcfiii the tomptiag hsk. 
Should (he contemn his proffer'd nealth.aAd ftatc} 
Then I once more hrs perjur'd heart may movc^ 
And in liis bofom wake tiK dying love. 
3^s the pale wretch involved in doubts and fears, 
All trembling in the judgement-hall appean 1 
Bo {ball I fbind before Partbenia*s eyes, 
Wor as Ihii dooms^ pione lives 9x dies. 



ACT 




a *S7 3 

^ C T 

S C £ JM £ I 

LyCIDAS, pAllTHENtA, ^i 

LYClDArS* 

•TiTTA Y no rude wind the ruftfinf 
XSL Breathe foft, yc filent gales, -^^^ 

'^Yc Shepherd*, pifjng home^^d oii tJ 
Let not the diftant echoes 4earii your 1 
Strain not, ye nightingale*, y<fur ^art 
May no loud fliake prolong the fhrille 
Left Ihe awake ; O Sleep, fecurc her < 

That I may gaze j for, if flic wake, ft 
While eafy dreams compofe her peace 
What anxious cares within my bofom 
If lir'd with fighs beneath the beech 1 
Ami languid fhiinber clofe my weepin 
. -Her lovely viGon rifcs to my view, 
'Swift flies the nymph^ and fwift woul 
I ftrivc to call, my tongue has loftlta 
^Likc rooted oaks, my feet benumbed : 

"^Struggling I wake. Again my forro^ 
And not one flattering dream deludes 
What innocence ! how meek is every 
How fweet the fmiie that dimpks on 

•Calm a% the ileeping feas ! but Ikould 
Too rudely breathe, what angry fton 
Vox. II. S 
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Though the farr rofe with 1)eautcous hlufii is a 
Beneath her fragrant leaves the thorn is found 1 
The peach, that with inviting criafon bloomt» 
Deep at ihe heart the cankciing worm confumc 
'Tis ihus, alas! thofc lovch features hide 
Difdain and anger and rcfentful pride. 



SCENE II. 
Lycidas, Dione, Parthsnia* 

LYCIDAS. 

Hath profTerM greatnefs yet overcome her hate 1 
And docs Cue hn'jwWh for the glittcripjj bait ? 
Againfi: the fwain Ihc might her pride fupporc 
Can Ihe fubduc her fex, and fcorn a Court? 
Perhaps in dreanns the Ihining vifion charms. 
And the rich bracelet fparklcs on her arms; 
In fancy'd heaps the golden treafure glows ? 
Parthenia, wake ; all this thy fwun beHows* 

DIONE. 

Sleeps' fhc in thcfc clofe bowers ? 

LYCIDAS, 

— Lo ! tlierc ihc liea» 

DIONE. 

may no ftartlin^r found unfeal her eyes, 
And drive her hence away. 'Till now, in Vtti 

1 trod the winding weed and weary plain. 
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Hence, Lycidas; beyond tboftibacies repofe^ 
While I'thy fortune and diy birth difclofe. 

• LYCIDAS. 

May I Parthenia to the friend (hip owe ? 

DIONE. 

O rather think on lofl; Dione's woe! 
Muft flie thy broken faith for ever mourn, 
And will that jufter pafTion ne'er return? 

LVCIOAS. 

Upbraid me not; but go. Her flumbers chacc ; 
• And in her view the bright temptation place. 
I lExit Lycida«. 



SCENE III. 
DioNB, Parthenia. 

DIONE. 

Now flames the weftern fky with golden beamSf 
And the ray kindles on the quivering flreams ; 
Long flights of crows, high-croaking from their food. 
Now feek'the nightly covert of the wood ; 
The tender grafs with dewy cryftal bends, 
And gathering vapour from the heath afcends. 
Shake off this downy reft ; wake, gentle maid, 
Truft not thy charms beneath the noxious fhade^ 
Parthenia, rife. 

S a PARTBINIA*. 
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fa&thiiiia. 

-**\Vliac vcMce aknn» my qht?* 
^\vay. Approach not. Hah ! Alexis there t 
Let us together to the vales defcend. 
And to the folds our bleating charge attend ; 
But let roe hear no more that (hepherd's name. 
Vex not my quiet with his hateful flame. 

DIONE. 

Can I behold him gafping on the ground. 
And feek no healing herb to (launch the wound ? 
For thee continual fighs confume hts heart, 
*Tis. you. alone can cure the bleeding fmart. 
Once more I come the moving caufe to plead. 
If flill his fufferings cannot intercede, 
Yet let my friendihip do his paflion right. 
And (how thy lover in his native light. 

PAHTHBNIA. 

Why in dark myfiery are thy words involved ? 
If Lycidas you mean i knew, I^m sefolv'd, 

DIONE. 

Lct^not thy kmdling rage my words rcftrain. 
Kdow then, Parthenia (lights no vulgar fwain# 
For thee he bears the fcrip and fylvan crook, 
For thee tbci glories of a Court forfook. 
tt/Uy not thy heart the wealthy flame decline f 
His honours, his poilefCons, all are thine. 

PARTHENIA. 

If he *s a Courtier, O ye Nymphs, beware j 
Tboie who moft promife are Ac leafl (incere*^. 



The 




DION 

The quick-ey'd hawk ihoots ^*^^^:;«n^^ 
And in hk {lounces bears the trem^^,^ 
The pilfering wolf o'erleaps the fold!t 
But the faife Courtier preys on innoc 
If he *« t Courtier, O ye Nymphs, l> 
Thofe who moft promife are tlie lea(V 

DIONE. 

Alas I thou ne'er haft prov'd the fwc 
I^or known that female plcafure, to 
'Tis for the town ripe clufters load tl 
And all our Autumn crowns the Co 
For him our woods the red-ey'd phe: 
And annual coveys in our harveil fe< 
For him with fruit the bending bran 
Plenty pours all her bleflings on his 
If (when the market to the city call 
We chance to pafs be(ide his palace- 
J)ocs not his liall with mufick's voice 4;x^->^ 
And the floor tremble with the dancer" 
Such are the plcafures Lycidas fhall gi 
When thy relenting bofom bids him li 

PARTHEKIA. 

See yon gay goldfinch hop from fpray 
Wlio fm^s a farewel to the parting da 
At large he flics o'er hill and dale and 
Is not each btt(b, each spreading tree ] 
And canft tliou think he *U quit his n 
For the brigtit cage o*er-arch*d with g 
What then are lM}no«rs, pomp and gi 
Are thqfe a price to purchafe lii>crty ! 
S 3 
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DIONI, 

Think, when the Hymeneal torch Hit 
i\nd on the folemn rites the virgins | 
When thy fair locks with glittering j 
And the bright zone fhall fparkle voi 
How will their hearts with envious ft 
When Lycidas fhall join his hand to 

PARTHENIA. 

And yet, Alexis, all that pomp and 
Are oft* the varnilh of internal woe. 
When the chaflc lamb is from her (ii 
And interwoven garlands paint her h 
The gazing flock, all envious of her 
Behold her (kipping by the Pricfteft' 
Each liopes the flowery wreath with '. 
While (he, alas ! is led to facrifice I 
Thus walks the bride in all her ftatc 
The gaze and envy of each thoughtlt 

DIONR. 

As yet her tongue rcfifts the temptinj 
And guards my pantins; bofom from 
Can thy ftrong foul this noble flame 
Mud fuch a lover wade his life in vf 

PARTHENIA. 

Tell him, his gifts I dEorn j not all 1 
Not all his flattery fhall feduce my h< 
Courtiers, I know, arc difciplin'd to 
Theirinfant lips are taught to iifp d< 



To prey on eafy nymph?tit}i«y prangc the Ihade, 
And vainly bq^ of innoofme^ bcxrayM« 
Chafte hearts* tjuilcam'U in falfcuood^ th^y aiTaiU 
And think our car will drink the grateful talc. 
No. Lycidas (hall nVcr'my peace deftroy, 
1*11 guard aiy virtue^ and content enjoy. 

OIONE. 

So ftrong a paflion in my bofom burns. 

Whene'er his foul is gricy'cl, Alexis mourns ! 

Canft thpu this jmpor tuning, ardor blame ? 

Would not thy.fongup for friendfliip urge the fame ? r 

PAItTHBNIA. 

Yes, blooming fwain. You ihow an honefl: mind$ • 

I fee it, with the pure ft flame rcfin'd. 

Who {ball compare love's mean and grofs deGre 

To the chafte 2:eal of fncndftip*s facred fire-? - 

By whining love our weakncls is confcft; 

But Irronger friendlhip fliows a virtuous breaft* 

In FoHy's heart t!ie fliorr-liv'd biazc may glo\v» 

Wifdom alone can purer friendlhip know. 

Love is a fudden blaze which foon detiayg, 

Friendlhip is like the fun'6 eternal ray€} 

Not daily benefits exhauft the flame, 

Ic ilill is giving, and AiU burns the fame ; 

And could Alexis from hi& foul remove 

AH the low images of grotfer love j 

Such mild, fuch gentle looks thy heart declare. 

Fain would u?y breaft thy faithful fiiendfliip ihare. 

S 4 DiON£. 
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DieNS. 
How dare you hi the difieirefit fex confilf > 
And ftek i friendihip widch fovt ne*^ hive try'd} 

PARTRENiA^ 

Yes, I to thee could give up all my heart. 
From thy chafie eye no wanton glances dart t- 
Thy modeft lips convey o& tll6ught impure^ 
With thee may ftri&ft viift^e w«lk fecure. 

DIONt. 

Tercan I fafely on the nymph d^tid^ 
WKofe unrelenting fcorn can kitt roy fiqUBod t' 

VfAKTHSHHM 

Ac^ufe me not, who a£k a generous psirc ; 
Had I, like city maids, a fraudful lieart. 
Then had his proffers taught my foul to fcign^^ 
Then had I vHely iloopc to fordid gain, 
Then had I (igh'd for honours, pomp and gold;- 
And for unhappy chuns lay freedom fold. 
If you would fave him, bid him have the plaiii)^ 
And to his n;itive city turn i^ain ; 
There^ (hall his paiBoD fiad a ready cure. 
There not one dame refifts the glittenng lurtw 

DIONE. 

Ali tills I frequent urg'd, but urg'd in vain., 
Alas ! thou, only canft afluage his pun f 
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S C E N fi IV. 

DiONEi PA^RTHENfAy LYCIDAS* 

• LYCIDAS. [Liftemnir* 

Why rtays Alexis ? can my bofocn bear , _ 
Thus long alternate ftorm^ of hopeahd fear? 
Yonder they walk j no frowns her brow difguifc, 
But love Gonfenting fparkles in her eyes ; 
Here will I liften^ here, impatient wait. 
Spare me, t^anhenia, and refign thy hate. t<4^'^ 

rARTHENIA. 

When Lycidas (kaU to jtbe Court repair^, 
Still let Alexis love his fleecy care \ 
Still let him chufe cool- grots and fylvan bowers^ 
And let Parthenia ibare his peaceful hoitrs. 

LYCIDAS. 

What do I hear ? my friendfhip is betray 'd 5 , 

The treacherous- riya) has feduc'd tlie naid. [^Afidt^^ 

PARThEKIA. 

With thee, where bearded goats defcend the flieep,. 
Or wliere, Bke winter's fnow, the nibbling iheep 'i- 
Cloath the flope hills ; I '11 pafs the cheerful day,, 
Atid from thy reed my voice (hall catch the lay* 
"But fee, fHtl Evening fpreads her duflcy wings>. 
Tke fibck; ll'ow-nioving lirem ^t ini% fprings, 

Now 
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Now fcek their fold. Come, ilicpherd, let ^s awa^r. 
To clofe the lateft labours of the day. 

I Exeunt band in batuL 



SCENE V. 

LYCIDAS. 

My trouhjed heart what dire difafters rend ? 
A fcorcful millrefs, and a treacherous friend I 
Would ye bq cozen d, more than woman can. 
Unlock your hofom to perfidious man. 
pne faithful woman have thcfe eyes beheld. 
And againft her this perjur'd heart rebell'd : 
But fearch as far as earth's wide bounds extend. 
Where ihall the wretched find one faithful friend ^ 



SCENE VI. 
Lycidas, Dione. 

tYCIDAS. 

Wliy ftarts the fwain ? why turn his eyes away. 
As if amidft his path the viper lay : 
Did 1 not to thy charge my heart confide? 
Did I not truft thee near Parthenia's fide, 
A« here flie flept ? 

DIONE. 

—She flraight my call obey*d^ 
* Aarf downy ilumber left the lovely maid ; 

As 
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And all mdMhet breathing odour .tl 
Sowik'dRKthnuu .,»oir 

LYCIDAS. 

— Could thy guarded ^^ 
When her full beauty glow'd, put by .a^ 
Yet on Alexis let my foul depend > 
'Tis mod ungenerous to fufpe6i: a friend 
And thou, I hope/ hafl well that name 

BXONE. 

O could thy piercing eye difcern my hn 
Coukrft thou the fecrcts of my bofom f< 
There every thought is fiU'd with carei 

LYCIDAS. 

Is there, againft hypocrify, 'defence, 
Who cloaths her words and looks with ia 

Say, flicphenl, when you profFer*d wealth 
Did not her fcom and fuppled pride abate 

DIONE. 

As fparkling diamonds to the feather'd tr 
Who fcrape the winnow'd chaff in fearch 
Such to the (hepherdefs the Court appeain , 
Content (he feeks, and fpurns thbfe glij 

LYCIDAS. 

'Tis not in woman grandeur to defpife, 
'Tis not from Courts, from me alone ibe | 
Did not my pailion futfcr like difgracc, 
Wliile fhe believ'd mc born of fylvan not I 
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Doll thou not think, this pitrndeft of hor had 
Has to foioe rival fwaia her bctct lefipild? 

DIONB. 

No rival ihepherd her diiidaia can more ; 
Her frozen bofoni is averfi; to lore. 

1.YCI&A8. 

Say, art thou fure, that tliii ungrateful hit 
Scorns all alike, bids all alike de^r } 

niONB. 
How can I know the fecrcts of her heart ? 

LYCIOAS. 
Anfwer iincere, nor from the queftion flart. 
Say, in her glance was never love confcfl, 
And is no fwain diftingoithM from the red > 

DIONS. 

O Lycidas, bid all thy trouMes ceafe $ 
Let not a thought on her diflurb thy pcaos. 
May juftice bid thy former paiTion wake ; 
Think how Dione fuffers for thy fake r 
Let not a broken oath thy honour ftain, 
Recall thy vows, and feek the town again. 

I^YCIDAS. 

\Vliat means Akxis ? where 's thy friendfiiip fl 
Why am I banifli'd to the harcful town ? 
Hath fome new ihepherd wannM Parthenia's lu 
And doles my love his amor^s hours moled } 
Is it for tltis thou bid'fl me quit the plain > - 
Ypih y^i ^^^^ fondly lov'fl this lival fwain. 
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When iirft my cheated fmil thy fxiendfiiip wooM^ 
To my warm heart I took the viperous hrood* 
Ofalfe Alexis! 

—-Why am I aectts'd? 
Thy 3ealo]i» mtnd- is by weak fears abus'd. 

LYt:iDAS. 

Was not thy bofom fraught with falfe deiign? 
Didft thou notfslead his caufe, and give up mirief 
Let not thy tongue cvaiive anfwer feek | 
The confcious crimfonTifes on thy cheek : 
Thy coward confcience, by thy guilt difmay'd, 
Sliakes in «a'ch joint, and owns that I *m betmy*d^ 

OIQMB. 

How my poor heart is wrong'd ( O fpare thy friend f 

2.YCIDAS. 

Seek not detcfbd faKehood to de&od. 

DIONB. 
Beware, left blind fufpicion rafiily blame. 

LVCIDAS. 

Own thyfelf then the rival of my flame. 
If this be ihe/for whom Alexia pin*d, 
She now no mose is to thy vows unkind. 
Behind the thicket's twiikd verdure laid, 
Z witneis'4 itvery tender thing (be faid ; 
I faw bright pleafuve kindle in her eyes, 
Love warm'd each feature at thy feft vep^icf . 

7 ' SIORBv 
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DXONB. 

Yet hear me fpeak. 

LTCIDAS. 

— In vain is all defence. 
Did not thy treacheroits hand condu£l her hence ? 
Hafle, from ray ^ght. Rage bums in every vein ; 

Never approach my juft revenge again. 

DION£. 

O fcaith ray lieart ; there injured trath thon*lt find. 

LYCIDAS. 

Talk not of Truth; long fince (he left mankind. 
So fraootl^a tongue ! and yet fo falfc a heart ! 
Sure Courts firft taught thee fawning friendfliip's art ! 
No. Thou an falfe by nature. 

DIONE. 

—Let me clear 
This heavy charge, and prove my trull fincere. 

LYCIDAS. 

Boaft then her favours ; fay, what happy hour 
Next calls to meet her in th' appointed bower; 
Say, when and where you met. 

DIONE. « 

— 3e rage fupprefL / 
In dabbing mine, you wound Parthenia^s breaft. 
She faid, (he Hill defy'd Love's keenefl dirt; 
Tet purer friendlhip might divide her heart, 
Friendfhip's fincerer bands ihe wiih'd to prove. 

LYCIDA8. 
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LYCIDAS. 

A woman's friendihip ever ends in love. 

Think not theii^ foelilh tales my faith conamand ; 

Did not I fee thee prefs her fhowy hand ? 

O may her pafTion like thy friendihtp lafl ! 

May ihe betray thee ere a day be pad ! 

Hence then. Away. Thou 'rt hateful to my fight. 

And thus I fpum the fawning hypocrite. 

[Exit Lycidas. 



SCENE VII. 

DIONE. 

Was ever grief like mine ! O wretched maid ! 

My friendihip wrong'd ! my conftant love betray 'd^ 

Misfortune haunts my (leps vvhere*cr 1 go. 

And all my days arc overcaft witli woe. 

Long have I i>rove th' incrcafmg load to bear, 

Now faints my foul, and finks into defpair, 

O lead me to the hanging nrauntain's cell, 

In whofe brown cliffs the fowls of darknefs dweTl ; 

Where waters, trickling down the rifted wall. 

Shall lull my forrows with the tinkling fall. 

Tliere fcelc thy grave. How canfl thou bear the llglit> 

When baniih*d ever from £vander*s fight! 



SCENE 
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"^Why hangs a doud of grief ufK»| iby («ow^? 
: B0€« the pfoud nymph accept Evander's vowr? 

vCan I 'bear life with thefe new pangs opprcft ! 
^gain he tears me frmn his faithlefs bread : 
*A pcrjiiT*d Lover firft he fought thcfc plains, 
.^And now my friendihip liketfny love difdains. 
. As^I ntw offers to Barthenia made» 
tConceaVd he flood behind the woodbine (hade. 
•-He faysy niy treacherous tongue lus heart betrayed. 

That my falfc fpeeches have mtf-led the m^iU ; 

With groundle^ fear lie thus his foul deceive ; 
•What frenzy dilates, jea'oufy believes. . 

t^AUR'A. 

Refigft thy crook, > put off this manly ve(ly 
And let the wronged Dione fland confefl ; 
When he (hall learn wliat {errows thou hafl honiy 
And Bdd that nought lelents Farchenia's fcorni 
-Sure he wiilficy thee. 

DiONK. 

•^Noy Laura> no* 
<4Sbould. I, alas 1 the fylvan dr«fs46re^0y 

Then 
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Then might he think that I her pnde fomeiit« 
That injured love iaftra6bs roe to refent ; 
Our fccret cntcrprize might fatal prove : 
Man flies the plague of perfecuting love. 

LAURA. 

Avoid Parthcmi j left his rage grow warm. 
And Jealottfy refolve fome fatal harm, 

DIONX. 

Laura» if thou chance the youth to find. 
Tell him what torments vex my anxious mind ; 
Should I once more his awful prefence feek, 
Tlie (ilent tears would hathe my glowing cheek i 
By rifing fighs my faultcring vcmcc be flay'd. 
And trembling fear too foon confefs the maid« 
Hafte, Laura, dien; his ven|;eful foul affuage. 
Tell him I I *m guiltlefs ; cool his blinded rage ; 
Tell him that truth finccre my friendlhip brought. 
Let him not cheriih one fufpicious thought. 
Then, to convince him his diftruft was vain, 

1 'II never, never fee that nymph again. 
TIhs way lie went. 

LAURA. 

—Sec, at tlic call of night, 
Tlie ftar «f evening iheds his (ilver light 
High o'er yon weftern hill : the cooling gales 
Freih odours breathe along the winding dales ; 
Far from their home as yet our Ihephcrds ftray. 
To clofc with chearful walk the fultry day. 
Vol. II, T Mcthinks 
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Methinks from far I*hear the ptpifl 
Hark, in the breeze nowfwelh, ni 
Thither I '11 feek hira. 

DIONE. 

—While this Icn 
"Shall lead tne penfive through the i 
Where on the branches murmur n 
Grateful as falling floods to love-fi< 
G may this path to Death's dark vj 
There onl}^ OAn the wjetclied hope 



DION 
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SCENE L 
J Wood, 

DiONEy ClIANTHES ('who lies *W9 ^ 

part of the Ji age), 

DIONE. 

'X^ H E moon fcrcne now climbs th* M 
-** See, at her fight ten thoufand ftari 
With trembling gleam fhe tips the (iidS 
While all beneath the chfequer'd fhado#. 
Tatn back thy filvcr axles, downward 
Darknefs beft fits the horrors of my foal 
Rife, rife, ye clouds; the face of hcav< 
Veil the bright Goddcfs in a fable ftonrfyf 
O look not down upon a wretched maid l5 
Let tiiy bright torch the happy lover aii^? 
And light his wamlering footfleps to 
Where the kind nymph attends th* a] 
Yet thou haft feen unhappy love, like 
Did not thy lamp in heaven's blue fore] 
When I'hifbe fought her love along the 
Didft thou not then behold the gleaming 
And gild the fatal point that ftabb'd ji€|E 
Soon I, like her, Ihall feek the realmf 
Let groves of mournful yew a wretch 
O footh my ear with melancholy found ■( 
T a 
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The village-curs now flretch their yelliog thrott, 
And dogs from diAant cots retura the note; 
IThe ravenous wolf along the valley prowls. 
And with his fainifiiM cries the mountain howls. 
But hark ! what fuddcn noife advances near ? 
Repeated groans alarm my frighted ear I 

CLEANTHES. 

Shepherd, approach ; ah I fly not through the glade. 
A wretch all dy'd with wounds invoices thy aid. 

DIONE. 

Say then, unhappy flrangcr, how you bled 5 
Colle£l thy fpirits, raife thy drooping head. 

[Clcanthes raifes bimfelf om bis arm. 

horrid fight ! Clcanthes gafping lies ; 

And Death's black fhadows float before his eyes. 
Unknown in this difguife, I '11 check my woe. 
And learn what bloody hand has flruck the blow. [JjUe, 
Say, youth, ere Fate thy feeble voice confounds, 
What led thee hither r whence thefe purple wounds > 

CLEANTHES. 

Stay, fleeting life t may ftrength a-while prevail 
Left n>y clos'd lips confine th' iniperfe6^ tale. 
Ere the Areak'd Eaft grew warm with amber ray, 

1 from the city took my doubtful way ; 

Far o'er the plains I fought a beauteous maid, 
Who, from the Court, in thefe wide fo(«fts ftray'd i 
Wanders unknown ; as I, with weary pain, 
Try'd every path, and opening gladci in yaiA t 

A band 
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A band of thieves, forth-niihing from the wood, 
Uniheath'd their daggers warm with daily blood j 
Deep in my breaft the barbarous ileel is dy'd,^ 
And purple hands the golden prey drticlc. 
Hence are thefe mangling wounds. Say, gentle fwain, 
If thou haft known among the fylvan train 
The vagrant nymph I feek ? 

DIONS. 

— What mov'd thy care, . 
Thus, in thefe pathlefs wilds, to fearch the fair f 

CLEANTHBS. 

I charge you, O ye daughters of the grove, 
Ye Naiads, who the moify fountains love, 
Ye happy fwains, who range the paftures wide, 
Ye tender nymplis, who feed your flocks befide ; 
If my laft gafping breath can pity move, 
If e*cr ye knew the pangs of flighted love, 
Show her, X charge you, where Cleanthes dy'd ; 
The grafs yet reeking with the fanguine tide. 
A father's power to me the virgin gave. 
But (he difdain'd to live a nuptial flavej 
So fled her native home. 

DIOKE. 

— *Tis then from thcc 
Springs xhe foul fource of all her mifcry.. 
Coulti'ft thou, thy felfifh appetite to plcafe, 
Condemn to cncUcfs woes another's peace ? 

T 3 CLEAHTHEr, 
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CLEANTH£S. 

O fparc iTie ; nor my haplcfs love upbraid^ 
While on my heart Death's frozen band is laid f 
C>o, fecic her, guide her where CIcanthcs bled ; 
AVhen fhc fur\-cys her lover pale and dead. 
Tell her, that, fmce (he fled my hateful fight. 
Without rcmorfe 1 fought the realms of night. 
Mcthinks I fte her view thefc poor remains^ 
And on her check indecent glachicfs reigns ! 
Full in her prcfcnce cold Ckanthes lies, 
And noi one tear ftamls trembling in lier eyes I 
O \cz a {i{(i\ my haplcfs fare deplore ! 
Ckanthes now controls thy love no more* 

DIONE. 

How fhall my lids confine thcfe rifing woes ? l4/^de.' 

CLEANTHES. 

O might I fee her, ere Death's finger clofc 
Tliefe eyes for ever ! might her fuften*d bread 
Forgive my love with too much ardor preft ! 
Then J with peace could yield my latcft breath. 

DIONE. 
Shall I not calm the fable hour of death, 
And (hew myi'elf before l.im ! — Ha ! he dies. 
See from his trembling lip the fpirit flies ! [^.Z^. 

Stay yet awiiile. Dionc Hands confcft. 
He knows me not. He faints, he fmks to reft. 

Clkakthes. 
Tell her, (ince all my hopes in her were loft, 
Tltat death was welcome — ' [ Dies, 



J 
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DIONE. 

Wliat fuddcn gufts of grief my bofom rend ! 
AfMurent's curies o'er my head impendv " 

For difobedient vows ; O wretched maid, 
Thofe very vows Evander hath Uetray'd- 
See, zt thy feet Cleanthes bath'd in blood ! 
For love of tliee he trod this lonely wood'j 
Thou art the cruel authorefs of his fate j 
He fails by tliine; thou, by Evander's hate. 
When ihall my foul know reft ? Clean tlies flaiii» 
No longer fighs and weeps for thy difdain. 
Thou fliil an curft with love. Bleed, virgin, bkecU 
Bbw fhall a wretch from anxious li& be freed i 
My troubled brain with fudden frenzy burns, 
And ihatter'd thought now this, now that way. turns* 
What do I fee thus glittering on tlie plains ? 
Ha 1 the dread fword yet warm with crimfon flains 1 

[Takes up ih^ dagger^ 



SCENE IL 
DiOKE, Parthenia. 

PARTHENIA. 

Sweet is the walk when night has coo^d tl^e Ixwar; 
Tills path direds me to my fylvan bower* fi^in 

DIONE. 

Why is my foul with fudden fear <lifmay'd ? 
Why drops my trembling hand the painted blade f 
O ibfitig my arm with force ! iAfidk^ 

T 4 FA&THENJA. 
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PARTHBRIA. 

— Metbought a noife 
Broke through the filent air, like kuman vchcc [4 

DIONB. 

One well-aim'd blow iball all my pangt nmofCf 
Grafp firm the fatal Heel, and ceafe to lore. [ Jf^^ 

PAHTHBMIA. 

Sure 'twas Alexis. Ha ! a fword difpIayM ! 

The {Ireaming lulhe darts acrofs the Ihade. i4fidf* 

DIOtfl. 

May Heaven new yigour to my foul impart^ 

And guide the dcfperate weapon to ray heart ! 14/Utm 

PARTHENIA. 

May I the mcaltated death arrcfl ! [HoUs Dione's BomJ^ 
Strike not, ralh ihephcrd ; fpare thy guiltlefs brea(L 
O give mc ftrength to ftay the threatened harm, 
^nd wrench the dagger from his lifted arm I 

DIONE. 

What cruel hand with-holds the welcome blow > 
In giving Ufc, you but prolong my woe. 
O may not thus th* expe£lcd ftrokc impend F 
Unloofe thy grafp, and let fwift death defcend. 
But if yon* murder thy red liands hath dy'd; 
Here. Pierce me deep) let forth the vital tide. 

( Dione quits tki dagger^ 

PARTHENXA. 

Wait not thy fate j but this way turn thy eyes : 
My virgin hand no purple murder dyes. 

Turn 
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Tiirn thea, Alexis ^ and Partheoia kooWf 
'Tis ihe prote^s th«e fcoia ^e fatal blow. 

• DIONE. 

Muft the night-watches by «iy fighs he t«M ? 
And muil thefe eyes another mora bekakl 
Through dazling floods of tears ? Ungenerous OMud^ 
The friendly ftrokie is by thy hand delay 'd^ 
Call it not metcy to prolong my breach ; 
'Tis but to torture me with lingering death. 

PARTHENIA. 

What moves thy hand to a£t this bloody part ? 
Whence are thefe gnawing pangs that tear thy heart } 
Is that thy friend who lies before thee (Iain ^ 
Is it his wound that ireeks upon the plain } 
Is 't Lycidas^ ? 

MONK. 

— - No» I the ftranger founds 
Ere chilly death his frozen tongue had bound. 
He faid j " As at the rofy dawn of day,. 
He from the city took his vagrant way, 
A murdering band pour'd on him from the wood, 
Firft fciz'd his gold, then bath*d their fwords in bloods** 

FART HEN I A. 

You, whofe ambition labours to be greats 
Think on the perils which on riches wait. 
Safe are the lhepherd*s paths ; when fober Even^ 
Streaks with pale light the bending arch of Heaven, 
From danger free, through dcferts wild he hies, 
Tlic rifing fmoke far o'er the mountain fpies^ 

Which 
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Which marks his diftant cottage ; on hi 
For him no murderers lay their nightly 
They pafs him by, they turn their fteps 
Safe Poverty was ne'er the villain's pi«5 
At home he lies feciire in eafy fleep^ 
No bars his ivy-mantled cottage keep ; 
Ko thieves in dreams the fancy'd daggei 
And drag him to dete£i the buried gold 
Kor darts he from liis couch aghaid- and 
When the door murmurs with the hoik 
While he, whole iron cotFers ruft with 
Harbours beneath his roof Deceit and S 
Treachery with lurking pace frequents 
And clofe behind him horrid Murder (I; 
*Tis tempting lucre makes the villain Tx 
There lies a bleeding facrifice to gold* 

DIONE. 

To live, is but to wake to daily care*. 
And journey through a tedious vale of 
Had you not rufli'd. between, my life hs 
And I» like him, no more had forrow I 

PARTHENIA. 

When anguilh in the gloomy bofom dw 
The counfel of a friend the cloud difpel 
Give thy breaft vent, the fecret grief in 
And fay wl)at woe lies heavy at thy hea 
To £ave thy life, kind Heaven has fucco 
The gods by me thy tlireatcn'd fate prci 
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No. To prevent it, is beyond thy power ; 

Thou only canft defer the welcome hour. 

When yo^ the lifted dagger turn'd afide. 

Only one road tp death thy force deny'd ; 

Still fate is in my reach. From mountains high. 

Deep in whofe (hadow craggy ruins lie, 

Can 1 not headlong fling this weight of woe,. 

And dafliout fife againft the flints below ? 

Are there not flreams, and lakes, and rivers widc„ 

Where my laft breath may bubble on the tide ? 

No. Life ihall never flatter me again. 

Nor fhall to-morrow bring new iighs and pain.. 

FARTKENIA. 

Can I this burthen of thy foul relieve. 
And calm thy grief? 

DIONE.^ 

— If thou wilt comfort givc,„ 
Plight me thy word, and to that word be jufl j 
When poor Alexis fhall be laid in duft, 
That pride no longer fhall command thy mind,. 
That thou wilt fpare the friend 1 leave behind, 
I know his virtue worthy of thy breafl. 
Long in thy love may Lycidas be blefl ? 

PARTHENIA. 

That fwain (who would my liberty control, 
To pleale fome fhort-liv*d tranfport of his foul) 
Sliows, while his importuning flame he moves, 
Tliat 'tis not me, himfelf alone he loves« 

OUre, 
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O live, oor leave him by misfoctune preft : 
*Tu ihameful to defeit a friend di(br^ 

DIONB. 

Alas I a wretch like me no lofs would prove. 
Would kind Parthenia liikn to his love. 

PARTHENXA. 

Why hides thy bofom this myderious grief? 
£afe thy o'erburthen'd hean, and hope relief. 

DIONB. 

What profits it to touch thy tender breaft. 

With wrongs, like mine, which ne'er can be vedreft ? 

Let in my heart the fatal (ecrct die, 

Nor call up forrow in another's eye 1 



SCENE III. 
DlON£, Parthbnia, Lycidas. 

LYC1DA8. 

If Laura right direct the darkforoe ways, 

Along thefe paths the peniive ihepherd flrays. ^A/Sdg. 

DIONB. 

Let not a tear for me roll down thy cheek. 

O would my throbbing fighs my heart-flrings break ! 

Why was my bread the lifted ftroke deny*d ? 

Muft then again the dcathful deed be try'd ? 

Yes. 'Tis refolv'd. 

{Snatches the dagger from Parthenia. * 

PARTHE- 
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PARTHENIA. 

«— Ahf hold ; forbear, forbear ! 

LTCIDAS. 

Methougbt Dtftrefs with ihricks alarm'd my ear. 

PARTHENIA. 

Strike not. Ye gods, defend him from the wound!' 

LYCIDAS. 

Yes. 'Tis Parthenia's voice, I know the found. 
Some fylvan raviiher would force the maid, 
And Laura fent me to her vinue's aid. 
Die, villain, die ; and feek the Ihades below. 

ILycxdzs fftatcbes the dagger from Dione, and 
fiahs ker. 

DIONE. 
Whoe'er thou art, I blefs thee for the blow. 

LTCIDA8. 

Since Heaven ordain'd this arm thy life (hould guard^ 
O hear my vows ! be love the jud reward. 

PARTHENIA. 

leather let vengeance, with her fwifteft fpeed. 
Overtake thy flight, and recom{)ence the deed ? 
"Why ftays the thunder in the upper iky ? 
Gather, ye clouds ; ye forky lightnings, fly : 
On thee may all the wrath of Heaven defcend, 
Whole barbarous hand hath flain a faithful friend. 
Behold Alexis I 

LTCIDAI. 
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LYCIDAS. 

—Would that treacherous boy 
Have forc'd thy virtue to his brutal joy ? 
What rouz'd his padion to this hold advance ? 
Did e'er thy eyesconfefs one willing glance ? .- 
I know, the faichlefs youth his truft betrayed; 
And well the dagger hath my wrongs repaid. 

D 1 o N E . [ Raifing berfelf on her arm. 
Breaks not Evander's voice along the glade ? 
Ha ! is it he who holds the reeking blade ! 
There needed not or poifon, fword, or dart; 
Thy faithlefs vows, alas ! had broke my heart. [ Afidt* 

PARTHENIA. 

O tremble, fiiepherd, for thy lalh offence. 

The fword is dy'd with murder'd innocence I 

His gentle foul no brutal jMllion ftiz'd, 

Nor at my bofom was the dagger rais'd ; t 

"Self-murder was his aim ; the youth I found 

Whelm'd in defpair, and llay'd the falling wound. 

DIONE. 

Into what mifchicfs is the lover led, 

Who calls down vengeance on his perjurVl head ! 

O may he ne'er bewail this defperatc deed. 

And may, unknown, unwept, Dione bleed ! [Afide, 

LYCIDAS. 

What horrors on the guilty mind attend I 
His confcience had reveng'd an injured friend, 
Hadft thou not held the ftroke. In death he fought 
To lofc the hcait-confuming pain of thought. 

Did 
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I>id net the fmooth-tongu'd boy perfidious prove, 
Plead his own paffion, and betray my love ? 

DIONS. 

O let him ne'er this bleeding vi£lim know; 
Left his ra(h tranfport, to revenge the blow. 
Should in his dearer heart the dagger ftain 1 
That wound would pierce my foul with double pain, 

PARTHENIA. 

How did his faithful lips (now pale and cold) 
With moving eloquence thy griefs unfold ! v 

LYCIDAS. 

Was he thus faithful ? thus, to friend Alp true? 
Then I *m a wrct-ch. All peace of mind, adieu ! 
If ebbing life yet beat within thy vein, 
Alexis, fpcak ; unclofe thofe lids again. 

I FJings bimfelfon the ground near Dione. 
5ec at thy feet the barbarous villain kneel ! 
'Tis Lycidas who grafps the bloody ftcel, 
Thy once-lov'd friend. — ^Yet, ere I ccafc to live, 
Canft thou a wretched penitent forgive ? 

DJONE. 

When low tl*eneath the fable mould I reft. 

May a fincerer friendfhip (hare thy breaft ! 

Why are thofe heaving groans ? (ah ! ceafe to weep!} 

May my loft name in dark oblivion fleep j 

Let this fad talc no fpeaking ftone declare, 

From future eyes to draw a pitying tear, 

I Let 
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Let o*er my gnrt the lereling ploughrflitre paf«, 
Mark not the fpot ; forget that e'er I was. 
Then roayfl thou with Parthenia's love be hleft. 
And not one thought on me thy joys moleft I 
My fwimming eyes are over-power'd with light. 
And darkening (hadows fleet before my (ight : 
May*ft thou l>c happy ! ah I my ibul is free, [ 

LYCIDAS. 

O cruel (hepherdefsy for love of tliee £Tq Parth 
This fatal deed was done. 



SCENE THE LAST. 
Lycidas^ Parthenia, Laura. 

LAUIIA. 

—Alexis (lain ! 

LYCIDAS. 

Yes. 'Twas I did it. See this crimfon (lain ! 
My hands with blood of innocence are dy'd. 
O may tlvc moon her filver beauty hide 
In rolling clouds ! my foul abhors the light $ 
Shade, Ibade the murderer in eternal night ! 

LAURA. 

No rival (hcplierd is before thee laid ; 
There bled the chafteft, the iincerefl maid 
That ever (igl^'d for love. On her pale face. 
Cannot thy weeping eyes the feature trace 
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Of thy once dear Dione ? With wan care • 
Sunk are thofe eyes,^ and livid with defpai^f 



LYCIDAS* 



Bioiiei^ 



LAITRA. 

— Thcfc pure conftancy lies drfid f * 

LYCIDAS. 

May heaven fliower vengeance on this pcrjur'd head I : 
As the dry branch that withers on the ground. 
So, blafled be the hand that gave the wound. f ' 
Off; hold xne not. This heart deferves the flroke; 
'Tis black with treachery. Yes : the vows are broke 

IStabs him/iff: 
Which I fo often fwore. Vain world, adieu I 
Tliough I wa& falfe in life, in death I 'm true. [i>iVx. 

LAURA. 

To*morrow Ihall the funeral rites be paid. 
And thefe Love«vi£^ims in one grave be laid. 

PARTHENIA* 

There ihall the yew her fable branches ipread, 
And mournful cyprefs rear her fringed head. 

LAURA. 

From thence (hall thyme and myrtle fend perfume^ . 
Aad laurel ever-green o'erlhade the tomb. 

PARTHBNIA. 

Come, Laura, .let us leave this horrid wood, . 
Where ftrcams the purple grafs with lovers' blood j 
Vol.. 11. U Com* 
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Come to my bower. And, as we forrowing go^ 
Let poor Dbne's ilory feed my woe 
With heart^relieving tears,— 

LAURA. [Pointing to lyiomc: 

--Uxiliappy maid I 
Hadfl tl^ou a parent's juft command ebey'd. 
Thou yet hadfl liv'd. — ^But who ihall Love advife ? 
Love fcprns command, and breaks all o^r ties. 
Henceforth, ye fwaius, be true to vows profeft ; 
For certain vengeance llrikes the perjur'd brcaft. 
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